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About VaL Smit 


VaL Smit is a South African artist and poet based in Cape 
Town. She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork created 
and uses various media in portraying images that she feels 
fitting to deliver the message of the words she pens down. 


She focuses on the inner turmoil experienced by our 
disconnectedness from ourselves, nature and each other. 
Her work has been published in various online international 
journals including GloMag India, The Chachalaka Review, 


The West Review, The Raconteur Review, Literary Garland, 
The Valiant Scribe and Missisippi Books. 


International Showcase: 

The West Review, CA 
https://www.westreview.org/val-smit.html 
Valiant Scribe, NY 
https://www.valiantscribe.com/showcase 
Artist’s Statement 


“As a Visual Artist and Poet, the goal of my artwork is to 
find existential meaning in the most mundane: A walk in 
the park, shattering winter winds, spring at its most 
magnificent moment, flowers and smells, all creating 
poetical imagery smoothly transferring the audience into 
another world. 


My artistic practice questions the ambivalence that | 
experience between the connection and disconnection of 
humankind and nature. It is in this state of questioning, of 
feeling vulnerable and exposed, that | explore the 
comfortable and the awkward, the controlled and 
uncontrolled, the familiar and the mundane. It is at the 
meeting point of these dualities, where the pairings slip and 
merge, that | situate my work.” 


What inspires you to write? 


| try to find existential meaning in the most mundane. A 
social encounter, political events and activism are some of 
the happenings that inspire me. It might also be the power 
of a single word or the context in which it was spoken. 


| am a bit of a barefoot philosopher, who constantly 
questions happenings. It is in this constant state of 
questioning and contemplation, where my _ inspiration 
originates. 


How did you come to find Ekphrastic poetry as your 
medium for writing? 


| found that humanity needs constant visual stimuli to 
come to a standstill... to listen and hear, but also look and 
see. Ekphrastic poetry enables me to stimulate both 
visually and with the written word. 


The goal of my work is to create awareness for the lack of 
critical thinking and reflection needed to free humanity 
from the shackles of control. | believe we have lost the 
ability to think critically, reflect soundly and control our 
own thought processes which is largely controlled by 
historic societal values, media, and most importantly 
political, economic and “social influencers”. 


“If indeed you must be candid, be candid beautifully.” — 
Khalil Gibran 


What is your process for creation? 


| have no defined process in creating any piece. Most of the 
time the poetry is written first and whilst in process, | 
contemplate a visual that | feel will be fitting to portray the 
words | have penned down. 


Since all my work are metaphoric, and based on Creation as 
example, symbolism in visual pieces are always portrayed 
by natural elements like leaves, trees, flowers, seeds or just 
plainly the human form. 


| choose to largely use pencil as medium for my sketches to 
create the almost pointillistic end result on highly textured 
paper. Other media creates definitive lines, which | choose 
to steer away from since images are ‘shaded’ and not 
sketched as such. 


In my poetry, comparisons are constantly drawn between 
seasons, fog and trees aS a means to portray human 
perceptions. | often draw comparisons between natural 
elements or occurrences and _ our _ perceptions, 
acknowledgement and awareness of mental illness, the 
entitlement of our young generations, poverty in third 


world countries and other social issues that lie close to my 
heart. 


What is the source of your ideas? 


| have quite a large portfolio of classic portraiture 
photography, which | use as reference material for the 
creation of visual pieces. Natural elements for inspiration 
are found daily whilst gardening, spending time in nature or 
from simple life experiences and reflections. 


How does your work intersect with the social issues of 
today? 


| use my art and poetry in activism for the various social 
causes | advocate for. These include literacy, mental illness, 
gender based violence, woman’s rights, LGBTQ and hunger. 


Living in a largely patriarchal, conservative and traditional 
society (RSA), | find it quite difficult as a non-conformist, 
progressive, liberal thinker to fit in. | have an exceptionally 
inquisitive mind and am constantly researching material to 
assist in my own processes of critical thinking. 


“The individual has always had to struggle to keep from 
being overwhelmed by the tribe. If you try it, you will be 
lonely often, and sometimes frightened. But no price is too 
high to pay for the privilege of owning yourself.” Nietzsche 


| believe that most, if not all, of the social issues we face as 
humanity were created by humanity, because we lost the 
ability to connect with ourselves, each other and creation. 
We have covered ourselves with so many protective layers 
of dirt that we no longer pause and wonder at a fellow 
human’s strange story, their struggle or their soul. The 
shackles of control so strongly enforced by us can only be 
broken once we have re-established this basis. 


| believe in the power of literacy. | am involved in various 
literacy projects where | strive to promote literacy in a 
country where manipulation on both political and 
economic level is rife. Once literacy is established, informed 
decisions based on critical thinking is far more feasible and 
manipulation becomes a part of history. | believe that 
literacy is a right and not a privilege. 


To enable me to accommodate various literacy projects and 
feeding schemes, | have founded Ballad. Literacy 
Foundation, who acts as custodian for various unregistered 
community initiatives. 


“One day you will ask me which is more important? My life 
or yours? | will say mine and you will walk away not 
knowing that you are my life.” Khalil Gibran 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2022 


BOOK OF THE MONTH 
She: The Reality of Womanhood 
by 
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LINK 


https://www.amazon.in/She-Reality-Womanhood- 


Nivedita-Karthik/dp/1685639046 


REVIEW BY GLORY SASIKALA 


| thank Nivedita Karthik for presenting me this book. She 
was a college-going kid when she started contributing to 
GloMag. And well, time has moved on and we’ve watched 
her grow up, take her righteous place under the Sun, find a 
career, and get married... 


But what | watched alonga with such admiration was the 
transitioning of a beautiful young girl into a fine, deep- 
thinking adult who is articulate enough to make a 
difference in the world and speak up for those who do not 
have a voice. 


As frail as SHE is and as pale as the pink package SHE comes 
bundled up in (It's pink! It's a girl!), this book is that 
compact (70 pages) powerhouse that stands tall in its 
content and speaking loudly for the chosen cause—a Voice 
representing the ‘thus perceived’ and so-called ‘weaker 


sex’, 
As if a thousand thorns were pricking Me on the inside, 
| bleed 

| bleed for those dying unborns. 


Eee ea we ere eae ae /- 


Yet they call Me "the weaker sex"! 


Why, then, must a woman be respected? For her clothes? 
Her conduct, perhaps? Her demeanour, the way she carries 
herself? No! She is to be respected despite! 


She is a queen 
because 


she is noble. 


You may not think so, but the baby girl some parents hold 
in such disdain and disappointment (oh! It’s a girl! Wish it 
was a boy...) is worthy of so much more! 


She is a gift from heaven 

SREoe eS aee oe aoe REPRE je 

She is the center of many universes 
She is 

A Goddess 

ce Pa Ra OT Ren Oe WE 
She is poetry, poetry is her 

SoA ees ae et os De eee eae ie 


The sun shines a little warmer, 
the moon glows a little brighter, 
the stars twinkle a little happier, 
with her at the center of it all. 


Who made up these rules about how a woman should 
behave? Let's see....the day she was born, “oh it's just a 
girl...”“Your brother needs more nutritious food." In the 
way her mother serves others first. Diction after diction 
follows, insightful and deliberate, one would say, for they— 
the ones who had set the rules governing their own 
downfall—know what she will come up against in her life. 


She will soon bear her punishment 

for no fault of her own 

and be transformed into a transparent butterfly 

ever flapping her wings against the walls of this glass jar. 
Cea RRE SB Aen oe eek ean eat eee os A 

He 

You act impulsively: you are brave 

She 


She acts impulsively: she is stupid. 


He 

You demand your way: you are brave. 
She 

She asks for something: she is bossy. 
Sore eee ee bee ir a ee ee iB 


And thus conditioned to be a caregiver, the last one on her 
own list, she flexes to seemingly effortlessly carry the many 
mantles and definitions that are placed on her slender 
shoulders. Don't be fooled by the bright exterior, for she 
must sometimes camouflage the deep loneliness and 
despair within 


The world sees what it wants to see: 
A perfectly coiffed, pretty woman. 
She sees what it truly is: 


a mask to provide the strength to get through the day and 
night. 


So much is sometimes denied her, that even the little drops 
that blow her way are wondrous. 


Every time the world sees me, | melt a little 
and my heart skips a beat 
They actually notice me 


Sometimes it does get to her and her soul cried out, “What 


|” 


about me? Take care of me too 
A woman is powerful 

once she realizes 

her self-worth 

Seno EAS SR ate meeA Enea S je 
Behind every successful woman 
are her footsteps of determination. 

So frail, so complex, so strong, so contradictory she is! 
she is tangled. She is jumbled. 

You just can't unravel her. 

To get to know her, peel back the layers and you shall see 


the living, breathing human living inside. 


And yet, the common thread of compassion and gentleness 
runs right through... 


The four walls and the roof 

and the countless windows and the door 
close in on you, 

till you see the smile - 

the smile deep within her heart 

that makes your house a home. 

And that is why when she does speak up 
It was like the rain - 

the rain that comes before a storm. 

And her words, like a clap of thunder, 
rattle the bones of the listeners 

and make them tremble like leaves. 


The last poem summarizes her and all SHE stands for most 
succinctly indeed! 


She is not a line, 
a line with a beginning and an end, 


she is a Circle. 
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FATHER AND CHILD 
The tree is poor, 
Bare and beaten 
But not so the lad 


Not so his dad. 


He is rich 
And he swings in his seat 
And father is tall 


And he doesn’t loll. 
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The child is in the sky 


And his father does fly. 


Is it hot? 
Or is it cold? 
They don’t bow, 


They don’t know. 
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Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published six books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 
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WOMB OF GRIEF 

Oh death, nice to meet you again. 

night is weeping of my drunken tears 
the angry man “Iraq” has tossed me out 


as ifi ama lifeless, colourful autumn leaf. 


My mother wished me death many times 


It clarifies that | was born from a womb of grief 


27 


| grew up in distances of continuous conflicts 


my grandpa sang on hope, and fought for change. 


| dream of my tears are words of my unwritten poem 
where i say how complicated to acknowledge that 
| was an immigrant in Baghdad, but an abandoned man 


who agreed to offer me a cup of tea, and cigarettes. 


With him, | felt speaking to a brave soldier who smells 
whiskey, which is why | used to smell back in the day. 
He whispered to the ears of dead souls by my cup of tea 


Then | smiled in Montreal, next to the presence of death. 
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Ahmad Al-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. His work 
has appeared in print and online journals globally and he 
has poems translated into several languages. He has been 
nominated for Best of the Net 2018. He is the author of The 
Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On The War’s Frontline, Gas 
Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, Roofs of Dreams, The Grey 
Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of Sweetness. He lives in 
Montreal, Canada. 
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BLUE PLANET 

| have this image of our beautiful planet in my mind. 
This blue gem shines in the darkness of the universe. 
It is a wonderful cradle of plants, animals, people 


and was described as a paradise in the ancient stories. 


| woke up terrified when this happy dream ended. 
The green lungs of the Amazon have shrunk 

and the world suffers from shortness of breath. 
The vast ocean waters 


are covered with a thick layer of plastic 
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and the genetically modified plants 


do not pour seeds onto the soil. 


| ask aman: 
“Do you know what it will be tomorrow? 
Did you forget who you are and where you come from? 


Why did you recant your mother-Earth?” 


You keep talking about money, profits, prosperity 
and you draw the bars 

and worry about future incomes. 

Instead of a dot at the end of your long lecture, 


| saw one horrible word—death. 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania as well as other organisations. She has received 
two medals—the Nosside UNESCO Competition in Italy 
(2015) and European Academy of Science Arts and Letters 
in France (2017). She has also received a reward of 
international literary competition in Italy, “Tra le parole e 
‘elfinito” (2018). She was announced a poet of the 2017 
year by Soflay Literature Foundation (2018). She also 
received the Bolestaw Prus Prize Poland (2019), Culture 
Animator Poland (2019) and _ ffirst prize Premio 
Internazionale di Poesia Poseidonia- Paestrum Italy (2019). 
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REVELATION IN DEEP MAGENTA 

Exquisite in magenta, she gets deeply rained 
on her back. As she surveys walkway, her toes 
lift to music of green endurance — a dalliance 


while her satin hood contains her passions. 


So la la! she says... as Bee buzzes by with pollen 
for babies and honey. In regal magenta hat, 
she strolls in the park — somewhere her 


manganese raincoat hangs on a tree. 
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But those rain drops gently savor satin layers 
as long as they can — her toes know the pitter 


patter of dance when Sky’s juice melts pebbles. 


Sometimes tears of our world drift slanting 


in wind for luminous as numinous is the Sky. 


Criss-crossing its weave she’s exquisite in magenta 
before she can slumber beside her green umbrella 
by the satin-quilted window where light weaves 


and our days and nights turn with starry glitter. 


Luminous numinous is her woven world as her 
hands in prayer arms raise in delight at daybreak. 
What an embrace is this that deep magenta cowls 


flutter open: a revelation...! And on my palms 
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a single drop as if | were gathering pearls — then 


both palms filling | stand rooted — exultant joy. 


Ambika Talwar: She is an India-born educator, author, 
artist, and wellness consultant whose ecstatic poetry 
“bridges worlds.” Winner of the Great India Poetry Contest 
(2018) and Pushcart nominee, she has authored 4 Stars & 
25 Roses (for her father); My Greece: Mirrors & 
Metamorphoses, a poetic-spiritual travelogue. Her poems 
appear in RuddyRavensCheshireCats&RustyRats, Fasihi, 
Roseate Sonnet Anthology, We Are Here, Grateful 
Conversations, River Paws, Beyond Words, Aatish 2, 
GloMag, and others. ~ Published also in Kyoto Journal, 
Chopin with Cherries, On Divine Names, VIA-Vision in 
Action, St. Julian Press, Tower Journal, Enchanting Verses, 
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Quill & Parchment, Ambika won an award for a short film. 
Recently retired as professor emerita (English), she also 
practices a fusion of holistic modalities. She notes, “Poetry 
and holism offer a refining language for us to keep 
discovering our wholeness.” She is board-member of CSPS 
(California State Poetry Society) and lives in USA and India. 
https://www.creativeinfinities.com 
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AN ONLINE FUNERAL 

He believed totally in ‘online’. 
Everything will go online— 

He used to say. 

He got to know his wife online. 

Had an affair with her online. 
Eventually got married to her online. 
Arranged a marriage ceremony online. 


Lots of guests attended the ceremony online. 
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Suddenly, he died today. 
His wife arranged a funeral for him online 
Wherein she burst into tears recalling 


they planned to experiment with having a baby 
online. 


Lots of his relatives, friends 


well-wishers attended the funeral online. 


Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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MEMORIES OF NIGER UNV ORTHOPAEDIC SURGEON 


It was once again an evening of fine disclosures. A red hot 
horizon in the Sahel desert spoke of many sand storms and 
many torn skies. Those camel riders holding their AK 47s 
kept on rushing into it. As night befell with the usual 
chattering of bullets all around, your age-old aroma, our 
propinquity blossoms once again in a sheer dryness of lost 
seasons. Faraway in a long distant dream, a river of many 
thoughts spoke only of patience in the midst of camel 
hooves and unfamiliar voices. 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is an 


Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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LITTLE THINGS 

Only a little warm sunshine 

To sit and eat my breakfast in 
Only a tiny kitchen now 

To contemplate my repast in 
Only a little peace again 

To spend my few remaining days 
Only a little attention 

To listen to what my heart says 


Only some very simple things 
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Are needed for man’s happiness 
And suddenly the heart has wings 


And Spring a cheerful snappiness 
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Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: | am a retired civil servant but at 
heart a poet and teacher. | write, mostly poetry, in English, 
Hindi, Urdu and Punjabi. | was awarded the NISSIM 
International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 and then the 
Reuel International Award (First Prize) 2020 for Non-Fiction 
Prose by The Significant League, a well-known Creative 
Writing Group on Facebook. The Destiny International 
Community of Poets based out of Wakefield, England, UK 
declared me Winner of their Poet of the Year 2020 as well 
as Critic of the Year 2020 recognitions. 
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LET GO 

autumn bequeaths parting glow 
on denuded trees which let go 
leaves, lovingly nurtured 

veins of life one by one obliterates 


a severed past piled in oblivion 


i kiss the sallow skin 
of age, some three score old 
autumn thoughts scavenge relinquished leaves 


the pain of letting go brooked 
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each numbs— 
the green most cherished dilutes in breath 
suspends on tip of ashen bend 


the final let go awaits 


to freeze in last inhale. 


Amita Ray: Amita Ray is former associate professor in 
English of a college and is based in Kolkata, An academic of 
varied interests she is a Translator, Short Story writer and 
Poet. She has two volumes in Translations of noted Bengali 
authors to her credit. She is presently a translator in several 
on-going projects. Her latest publication is a collection of 
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short stories titled TRAIL OF LOVE AND LONGINGS. She has 
a passion for writing poems and has been widely published 
in various anthologies and journals. She is also an Executive 
Committee member of Intercultural Poetry § and 
Performance Library, Kolkata. 
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| walk in the sun 

| walk in the cool of the evening 

with my son 

every day 

It's paradise enow 

No Eve, or Adam 

No tree of the knowledge of good and evil 

No tree of life the fruit of which will give me immortal life 
No snake, just 


some lazy different-shades-of-brown dogs that can turn 
cantankerous 
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on the way 

We walk 

for a brief while 

Time stops 

with no beginning or end 

There's only the way there and back 
| pray 

for no rain 


We don't want to walk in the rain. 
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Ampat Koshy: Dr. Koshy A.V. was till recently working as an 
Assistant Professor in the English Department of Jazan 
University, Saudi Arabia. He has many books, degrees, 
diplomas, certificates, prizes, and awards to his credit and 
also, besides teaching, is an editor, anthology maker, poet, 
critic and writer of fiction. He runs an autism NPO with his 
wife, Anna Gabriel. Two of his co-authored books published 
in 2020 were Amazon best-sellers in India and USA, namely, 
Wine-kissed Poems with Jagari Mukherjee and Vodka by 
the Volga with Santosh Bakaya. His latest achievements are 
winning a certificate in Italy for his poetry, and editing an 
anthology as well as working as Visiting Professor in FET, 
Jain University, Bangalore, teaching Communicative English 
for Academic Purposes. 
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Shourjodeep Ghosh (www.unsplash.com) 


LOOKING BACK, GARDEN OF DREAMS 
Stone walls surround the quiet garden 
Roses simmer and shimmer afternoon heat 
And snow laden frangipani sheds itself 

In an unhurried ablution of my soul. 

The tiny, crooked boughs of the 

Cape jasmine withers my shredded 

Senses with purity 


The fragrance is whiter than white 
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In my mind, this heaven is enchanting 


Obscurity of gardenia devotional. 


| look back at ripe sunshine globular 
Lemons that long to drop their plump 
Bodices on wanton green grass. 

My eyes ravish the colours that 

Paint my soul’s canvas forever, 

For | am thirteen years old still, 

Then and now, 

A still snapshot of mine 


Engraved in mind’s nocturne. 


There is another one, too tender 

In its goodness. 

Mother in a peacock green blue dappled 
Chiffon 


Under the dissolute guava tree 
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With my eleven years of presence tucked 
Under her elbow. 

Steadfast brunette gazing solidly back 

At a world that satisfies her abundantly. 
My black shalwar kameez with its 
Chikankari in chalk, reflects nothing, 


Absorbs absolute purity. 
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Amrita Valan: Amrita Valan is a writer from India and a 
mother of two boys. Her work has been printed in 
anthologies, such as Poetica 2 and 3, (Clarendon Press), and 
The Poet’s Christmas, Faith, Childhood, Friendship and 
Adversity anthologies. Her poems and short stories have 
been printed in online journals such as Piker’s Press, 
Academy of Hearts and Minds, Short Story Town and 
Spillwords, among others. Her debut collection of 50 poems 
Arrivederci was published in May 2021, and a collection of 
17 short stories titled In Between Pauses, was just 
published in November 2021 by ImpSpired Press. 
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IT’S SPRING HERE 

Smoke from the chimney opposite 
covered my sky, black 

Smoke from the chimney opposite 
transported me to kyiv, kabul, baghdad 
| saw birds flying over my terrace 

last evening. 

It’s spring here; red flowers 

have started bantering, already. 

A white feather dropped on me 


last evening 
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| shuddered and looked at red flowers 
in my tiny open. 

Snow, dripped in blood was falling 
over me; --- 


in kyiv, kabul, baghdad. 


Aneek Chatterjee: He is a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. He has been published in reputed literary magazines 
and anthologies across the globe. He has authored 14 
books, including three poetry collections and a novel. His 
third poetry collection, ‘Of Ashes and Persiflage (New Delhi 
and Kolkata, Hawakal) came out in November 2020. 
Chatterjee has a Ph.D. in International Relations and has 
been teaching in leading Indian and foreign universities. He 
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was a Fulbright Visiting faculty at the University of Virginia, 
USA, and a recipient of the prestigious ICCR Chair to teach 
abroad. His poetry has been archived at Yale University. 
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SEEDS OF DISCONTENT 

Like a puppet show, who pulls the strings? 

Can every individual be dispensed like a pawn? 
Oozing with manipulation, drawing circles of lies 
Not realizing that the truth will prevail 

When the heart is in entrenched in lies and deceit 


do not be surprised with a harvest of mayhem. 


You were the chameleon that fooled so many 


hoodwinking trusting souls with your mask of holiness 
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emotionally and psychologically wreaking havoc 


gaslighting others, making them question their sanity. 


Sowing seeds of evil and betrayal 
Dividing and conquering 

you lied and stole, manipulated everyone 
The rope of lies was long enough 


Eventually you hung yourself with your staircase of evil. 


You are consumed by this flame 

It burns through your soul 

Like a sword piercing your heart 

How were you so blind when everyone warned you? 
You ignored the counsel of others 


Like you were controlled by an entity. 


Let wisdom prevail 


When manipulation and control pass your psyche 
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Adopt the spirit of discernment 
Do not be fooled by the veiled persona, 
The lion in sheep’s clothing 


He is there to devour, steal and destroy. 


“Once bitten twice shy.” 


Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 
| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
international anthologies and numerous journals. | have 
also published a poetry anthology. | have been honoured as 
a contemporary poet with the most heartfelt poems in 
2019 and had two poems featured in the Top 100 poems 
for 2019. 
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SOUND OF SPRING 

The sounds seem familiar 

The sweet rustles of leaves 

The humming of cool wind that 
Comes dancing over the valleys 
The incessant chirping of birds as 
They fly in the air with V-shaped 


Formation. The sounds seem familiar. 
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The creaking of windows 

And melodious notes the 

Stream releases as it flows across 

The plains. The soothing tune of 

Love the shepherd plays with the flute 


Sitting on a stone and cattle grazing around. 


The beating of wings of 

surly butterflies and bees and 

crushing of dew drenched grasses 
under soft feet of the village girls as 
they walk to the river with pitchers held 


tightly in their waists, laughing and playing 


All these sounds seem familiar 


Spring has arrived with its magic touch 


And charm tiptoeing into my country side 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He was born in a small town, 
Brajrajnagar, in Odisha, India. At present he is working in 
coal mine sector and writes poems and stories when he 
gets time. He has already published two books of poems, 
Fragrance of Love and Melody of Love. He is working on his 
third book now. His poems have been published in many 
national and International Anthologies. He loves to write 
romantic poems. He likes travelling and meeting people of 
different nationalities and cultures. He takes inspiration 
from simple life of the villagers and Nature’s beauty still 
thriving in rural areas. He enjoys walking by streams and 
into forests to be with flora and fauna. 
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FREEDOM'S VOICE 

Who wants to be heard 
like the cat that wails 
alone to an earless night 
Like dogs 

that briefly shake 

a silent street awake 
Like crickets that hardly 
stir its stupor 


Like the restless rustle 
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of the Peepal 

Like the dark broodings 
of pebbles crushed 
hushed underfoot 

Who wants to go unheard 
when songbirds 

can free the world 

Sing 

Be the harbinger 


of the season's turn 
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hadi 
Anju Kishore: Anju Kishore, a published poet and editor, 
likes to call herself a Window Wanderer. Once a 
professional accountant, her calling now is letting her spirit 
leap off the ledge of her window, into not only the bluetiful 
beyond but also into the humdrum of living, the clatter of 


which she attempts to placate with the warp and weft of 
words. 
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ESCAPE 


slipping away from the ground 

gliding with the slivery wings 

towards the sunlit glory 

the reality behind, far in the ground 
like the little soecks of redundance 
that loud buzz at the beginning hits hard 
and then gives way to a soft hum 

like it becomes but a lullaby 

to the noise within 

bit by bit, it soars and touches 

the no longer trespassed 

sanctity of space 

little did | know 

dreams could fly 

amidst a blanket of tender clouds 

the escape route 

to the endless space 

free and unoccupied 

how the sound of memories fade away 
untethering the shackles of illusions 
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like a free bird 
leading back to the ground again! 


Ankurita Pathak: She is a writer, occasional poet, TEDx 
speaker and a seasoned communications professional from 
Golghat (Assam). A former journalist, she is currently 
working with FICCI as Joint Director. A proud alumna of 
Cotton College, Guwahati, she is also a postgraduate in 
English from Delhi University. She has been regularly 
writing articles, poems, travelogues and short stories for 
newspapers, magazines, portals, and blogs. She, along with 
her brother, has recently co-authored a coffee table book 
titled “Black Coffee & Metamorphosis, which has been 
listed in the 10+ Hoppingo curated coffee table books 
alongside ‘Masterpieces of Indian Art by Alka Pandey’ and 
‘National Geographic Rarely Seen’. 
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AFTER THE STORM 

Another storm has passed, 

the sun shines once more. 
Cards hold an unknown future, 


as cast upon the floor. 


Broken tree branches 
strewn upon the ground, 
like many dying dreams, 


scattered all around. 
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Calm has settled in, 

Earth breathes a deep sigh. 
Peace again restored, 

as rainbows fill the sky. 


Published by Nature Writing, August 2018 


Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 14 poetry books. | was nominated 
for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was the winner of 
Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year (Poetic), my 
bio is featured in the “Who’s Who of Emerging Writers 
2020 and 2021,” published by Sweetycat Press. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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HANDLING HOAX CALLERS 
Never gonna tell my password 
Never gonna tell my name 
Never gonna give an OTP 
Never gonna play their game 
Never gonna give KYC 

Never gonna download an app 
Never gonna pay any fee 
Never gonna take any crap 


Apologies to Rick Astley 
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Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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TRIBUTE TO OUR AUSTRALINDIAN WARNEE 
He lived without regrets 

Played without regrets 

he flayed without regrets 


Lastly, he walked out without regrets 


He saw all the wealth 


Fame, happiness, enjoyment and fortune 
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in his meager fifty-two 


than anyone saw in hundred 


He was chemical of everything 

Cricketer of the century 

Who bowled ball of the century 

Did everything with look and fury of a boy 
But work of a unfathomable man 


A Bradman in the form of spinner 


His sunscreen lotion, his nose potion 
Zinc rice SExxxy, 

His hair to stay young forever 

So David Beckhamish life 


Away from dull personal life in cricket 
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Coming from land of speed 

And Boomerangs 

He filled balls with such unseen twists 

All coming from just three steps 

Twists who read it ended becoming great 
Who didn't went on to become luckily played 
Eyes, balls and wicket sparkled 

Because Mr Hollywood was 


What one should 
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Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a middle school teacher posted 
at Dharhara block in Munger district of Bihar province 


(India). He has got a letter of appreciation from the 
President of India for his poem. 
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ENDLESS SKY 

The clouds do not know where to go 
In this endless sky 

The fathomless ocean doesn't know 


Where to embrace the sky 


Clouds feel blessed 


With the rays of the setting sun 
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Tranquility sets in with the dusk 


Turned into a charming memory forever 


Let us listen to the rhymes of the silence 
Under the sky your whispers 
Your pain, pleasure and silent words 


Speechless poetical blithe and joy... 


76 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier's College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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| THANK YOU, BOLD COMPANIONS 


’ll jot last thoughts, 
‘Cause, mates, I'll soon be gone. 
But you'll be here, 


And you'll be soldiering on 


You’re the voice of the voiceless 
When timid folk won’t speak, 
You're the hope of the earth 


Amid vast flocks of sheep 
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When the faint hearts desert us, 
When our backs are against the wall, 


We, faithful friends, 


Gladsome, stand or fall 


Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lam a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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WHY WAR? 


Who's the winner 
In aware 
Are all this vanity 


Worth fighting for? 


Who's the casualties 
In the battle? 
When there's scores 


To be settled? 
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Why use your power 
To infiltrate a nation? 
And ruin all 


The peaceful relations 


Why all these threats 
To scare and command? 
An independent nation 


Fighting to maintain its land 


The answer to all 
The questions above 
Lies in the heart 


Divorced of love 


Walk through the ruins 


Of your anger and hate 
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And find for a change of heart 


It's never too late 


Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. He attended Soutpan Primary and 
matriculated at Westville Secondary School. Boggenpoel 
completed a Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson 
Mandela Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
Anthology 1 December 2016. The book was well received 
by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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AN UNBLOOMED DREAM 

| have a dream 

To collect 

All the unuttered words 

Pouring out from the secret chambers 
Of my heart, 

| would string them like a pearl necklace 
Moistening them with my tears 

| would décor 

The million moments of my life 


And offer 
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At His feet 


He, who has filled 


All my dreams. 


Bharati Nayak: Bharati Nayak is a bilingual poet, critic and 
translator from Bhubaneswar, India. She has done her 
graduation from Raveshaw College, Cuttack and _ post- 
graduation from Utkal University, Bhubaneswar. Her poems 
have been published in more than hundred books, e-books 
and magazines of national and international repute. She 
has so far published eight books. She was conferred the 
Sahitya Lahari award by International Cosmos Society, India 
in 2018 and Star Ambassador of World Poetry And Art 
Philosophique Poetica International Award in Literature by 
the World Poetry Conference in Bhatinda, Punjab, India in 
2019. 


84 


HAKA 

(written to honor Ukraine, March 2022) 

Defeat birthed these primal tribesmen; 

harsh turmoil raised them, so they began 
celebrating life with clenched fists that 

hammer chests, then open to slap forearms. 

Blue scars from youth form patterns, 

swirls and spirals grow from spacious faces enlarged 
by eyes that bulge, by cheeks that widen, 

by tongues that snake over jutting jaws. 


The air shimmers from muscular vibrations. 

They leap and stamp side to side, 

slap the ground in defiant rage, a sharp 

dance that displays fury for at least 

one more day. The warriors offer unbroken stares, 
challenge anyone who dares engage: 
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“Take my head. Gnaw on my bones, but never 
doubt what ferocity we will give in kind.” 


~~ | 


Bill Cushing: Returning to college after serving in the Navy 
and working on ships, Bill Cushing earned an MFA from 
Goddard College. Published in numerous journals and 
anthologies, online and in print, Bill facilitates a writing 
group (for 9 Bridges Writing Community). Bill’s 2019 book A 
Former Life was honored with the Kops-Featherling 
International Book Award committee; Music Speaks won 
2019’s San Gabriel Valley Poetry Festival chapbook 
competition and a 2021 New York City Book Award. His 
latest chapbook, . . .this just in. . ., combines artwork with 
selected poems. Bill continues writing and can be reached 
at piscespoet@yahoo.com. 
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BLESSINGS OF THE NIGHT 

Look at what the night bestows 
Dims the light for eyes to close 

So the fairy of dreams slowly creeps 


Resting minds to the dreamland, she sweeps. 


The night, silent and quiescent, 

Provides a sojourn for the blessed 

So that tiring limbs could stretch and rest 
And sleeping conscience can be put to test. 
A time to put off the wellness mask 


And give pretence a gentle rest. 
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For the dark itself hides all flaws and scar. 


Making each one in their confinement, a star. 


While insomniacs, their thoughts address, 
Believers quietly their anxiety express, 
Some with peaceful minds for tomorrow wait. 


Sharing love with those, who for them eagerly wait. 


Bilquis Fatima: She loves Nature and speaks for social 
issues, expressing her feelings in the form of short articles 
and speeches right from her college time. Poetic Aroma is 
her first published book of poems and she is a regular 
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contributor to GloMag and On Fire Cultural movement. Her 
poems have also been published in Spillwords Press, 
Sahitya Ananad journal, Destiny Poets(UK), and 
commended by various other national and international 
publications. She has also contributed to some Anthologies, 
“Queen” published by Vishwa Bharti Research Center being 
the first one, Nostalgia by Prose and Poetry Group, Inked 
Thoughts by The Impish Lass Publications, The Roseate 
Anthology, Ruddy Ravens and Cheshire cats and Rusty 
Rats by The Significant League group, being the latest one. 
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GOOD MORNING MARCH 

As | strolled along, 

The idle morning parkway 

The drowsy surrounding woke up, 
Yawned, the surging blue mists 


Posed a mystery, lurking 
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The desolate dew-soaked meadows, 
Bloomed, 

A faint sun sprinkling 

Red vermilion on the east, 

A heady fragrance filling in 


My drifting horizons 


The cuckoo cooing from over a distant villa 
Resonated with my nostalgic veins, 

Came to an abrupt halt |, 

Proclaimed unawares, 


‘Good morning March!’ 


91 


Bishnu Charan Parida: Bishnu Charan Parida from Jajpur 
Road, Odisha, India is a bilingual poet. His poems have been 
published in many anthologies and magazines of national 
and international repute. He has been honoured and has 
won awards from many literary organisations. 
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EVEN THE DEVIL WILL LOOK AWAY 
How can we smile? 

how can we laugh anymore? 

just feel the guilt 

with the things we look forward to 
wake up in panic and fear 

it's always there 

the threat of Armageddon 

images of burning buildings 


and destruction 
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colonies of tanks and rocket launchers 
thousands now homeless 

on the run 

kids without their fathers 


faithful pets left behind 


what kind of monster 
does this? 


even the devil will look away 


all the lies they spout 

propaganda to fool their people 
Ukraine is a threat to Mother Russian 
America, like Hitler and Napoleon 
controls all of Europe 

paranoia, pathetic justification 


for his war machine 
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and Empire expansion 


he doesn't care who he kills 


what kind of monster 


does this? 


even the devil will look away 


Brian Mackenzie: | was born in Inverness in 1949 and have 
lived there until 1969. Since then | lived in Lond and Saudi 
Arabia. | have worked most of my life in the Airline Industry 
which enabled me to travel the world quite easily and 
cheaply. | am now retired and have lived in Spain for the 
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last ten years. | only started writing since | retired in 2009 
and it is only in the last few years | started writing songs 
and poems and | suppose have become quite prolific. | self- 
published 6 books and 1 book by a publisher, the second 
soon to be released. 
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A MAGICAL EVENING 

an abecedarian poem 

“Abracadabra’- said the magician as 
bloomed from his magical hands 

cherry red chrysanthemums and 

deep pink double-flowered 

evening primroses elegantly enchanting the 


fidgeted eyes of a rapt audience. 
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Gleefully, clapped as the young children, 
his hats he removed to bow and 
industriously proceed with his 
jovially jasmine smile yet focused his 
knuckling fingers 

laboriously on bringing out a set of 
mint-flavored candies tickling the 
naive noses of the young, shouting- 
“Once more! Once more” as the 
parents placidly watched with 
quintessential quietude if 

randomly he would glance and 

spot with his scintillating eyes 

to pick one from an 

ubiquitously spread crowd 

vividly veering and 

watching with awe as one witha 


Xanthous hair ebulliently shouted for his 
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YouTube channel had gained enough content to 


Zealously attract enough subscribers. 


Brindha Vinodh: She is a poet, writer, blogger and a former 
copyeditor. She has contributed to several anthologies and 
been published in several international magazines, e-zines 
and journals. She has recently released her debut poetry 
book titled, ‘Autumn in America & other poems’ through 
Setu._ publications, Pittsburgh, USA. Her recent 
achievements include commendable mentions in two 
categories, ‘Poet of the year’ and ‘Critic of the year’ for 
2021 in Destiny Poets’ International community of Poets 
(ICOP) Wakefield, UK. Born and brought up in Chennai, 
India, she currently resides in the United States of America 
with her husband and two daughters. Incidentally, she also 
holds a Master's degree in Econometrics from the 
University of Madras. 
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NEW DAWN 

(1) 

The harsh winter is gone 

The sun shines bright in the clear sky 
On the wings the morning chorus 
Scatters delight all around 


New dawn has broken! 
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(2) 

But — 

Man has yet to shake off 

The pall of darkness, ignorance... 

To enjoy the spring fragrance 

Wake up! And feel the brilliance of the sunshine 
New dawn has broken! 

(3) 

Know well — FEAR is false 

Inner LOVE is true 

That blesses all with joy endless 

Shed hatred, distrust, bigotry, callousness... 
New dawn has broken! 

(4) 

Awake to the brilliant Light within 

And find all worries, gloom are gone 


Then the one is immersed in wakefulness 
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Just realize the SOUL shines luminously 


New dawn has broken! 


B S Tyagi: He, from India, is a bilingual poet and novelist. He 
has several books — fiction and non-fiction to his credit. His 
poems and short stories have been included in a number of 
anthologies. His writes-ups, short stories and poems appear 
in national and international literary magazines. Besides, he 
has translated seven poetry books from Hindi into English. 
Inner joy of creativity is the best prize to him. 
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The art is paintography, photography and the shy pour painting 
NASCENCE 
Inside the soul speaks a meaning 


As the eternal present beckons 


In those moments of silent moods 


Where you forget your words 
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Invisible tormentor of my dreams 


For now, midnight nonexistent 


By the grave | saw the storms 


And the birth of a poem. 


Carl Scharwath: Carl Scharwath has appeared globally with 
170+ journals selecting his poetry, prose, interviews, 
essays, plays or art. Two poetry books Journey to Become 
Forgotten (Kind of a Hurricane Press) and Abandoned 
(Scars Tv) have been published. His new book The 
Playground of Destiny (Impspired Press) features prose, 
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poems, and photography. His first photography book was 
published by Praxis in Africa. His photography was also 
exhibited in the Mount Dora and Leesburg Center for The 
Arts galleries. Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine 
(USA), a competitive runner, and a 2nd degree black-belt in 
Taekwondo. Carl was recently nominated for Best of the 
Net 2021 award and was a finalist for the Mary Cassatt 
award for photography. 
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PAPER BOATS 

My old notebooks, 

during vacation 

taunt me with pages unused. 
What about turning us into boats? 
| do, 


these paper boats wait for monsoon. 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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NAAMAN THE SYRIAN 

When all else fails listen to a slave girl. 

What have | left to lose? My leprosy 

Like a brand upon, the looks they'd hurl 

Who once respected me. | heard her plea 

That | should find in Israel my cure 

We dragged ourselves to her wretched homeland 
Asking its King to make me whole and pure 

To a bald old man who was said to stand 


As the local god's prophet we were sent 
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His messenger received us, in a stream 

Like a trickle | should wash seven times 

| spat contempt, such a small task could seem 
An insult, but | tried, yes seven times 

This little thing to drive me from disease. 

It worked. This small stream of a small nation 
Of an Almighty God. He'd take no fees 

As | found new life my destination. 

Great Elisha blessed me, | went my way 

With Israel's earth to root me in my praise 
It's Lord became my Lord that very day. 


God's little things can the greatest amaze. 
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Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 


110 


FALSE SPRING 


in the gray-and-white of winter, an unexpected valentine 


the clouds had blown away, the sun was trying hard to 
shine 


the dirty snow had melted, and i put my coat away 
eyes wide in wonder at a rare false spring day 
Dark Ages gone for a while, 
steel sky broke into a smile 


and it was bright and warm, for awhile 


| opened up my windows, and let some fresh air in 


i took my morning cup outside, enjoyed the gentle wind 
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the bare trees were stretching out their limbs, as if to say 
i want to touch the sky, this rare false spring day 
feel the sun while it’s still here 
a blue sky so deep and clear 


the first feeling of warmth this new year 


a quiet taste of April on a February day 
kids were all in school, with recess hours away 
forgot about my cellphone, just sat out in the sun 
and left my chores undone 
| walked away the afternoon 
my mind playing a summer tune 
knowing winter would be back soon 
too bad the sun’s not here to stay 
but we still had today 


a rare false spring day. 
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Dale Adams: Dale Adams lives in Bethany Oklahoma with 
his wife, 1 dog, and an unknown number of guitars. He 
loves reading about new subjects, as well as poetry and 
music. He has been writing poetry and composing songs 
since 2011. Dale has established SoundCloud and YouTube 
Channels, and has converted poems into songs for other 
poets. When one of his own poems becomes a song, he 
records it in his home studio and posts to Soundcloud, 
YouTube, and Facebook. Some of Dale’s publications are 
Warriors With Wings Anthology, and Fallen Angel 
Anthology. 


https://soundcloud.com/dale-adams-272904153 


https://www.youtube.com/user/DrBuggs13 
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NOT UKRAINE 


It is not Ukraine 
What is in Las Fuentecillas, Burgos 
Where some unscrupulous 
Madder than a criminal cowbell 
Some car was burned than another 
Because of a whim. 
-Last night they say, it was 


And they should not have caught him 


114 


Because other cars 
From other neighborhoods 
Have suffered the same. 
How can a woman give birth 
Such a horrendous being? 
Nemesia wonders. 
Answering Rucia: 

-It's that you can't have crazy sex 
And less do it with crazy people. 
These barely spoken voices 
A guy walks by talking to himself 
Gesturing like crazy. 
Cheerful and very happy 
Like crazy he looks at them telling: 
.- | would eat your kkisses. 
-Wait a bit, majete, handsome 
Nemesia tells him 


That | will go find whoever is left. 
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| come at the moment people are coming. 
At the point the madman heard the siren 


Of a police car running 


Never better said like a crazy person. 


Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, painter and 
photographer. He’s member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Poets of 
the World, (IA) International Authors, Surrealism Art, 
Friends of The Blake Society, Nietzsche Circle, and others. 
He is the Director of Gallo Tricolor Review and Robespierre 
Review. He participated in many Festivals of Poetry, and 
Theater, and has collaborated and collaborates with various 
magazines and magazines such as: Otoliths; The Stray 
Branch, Down in the Dirt Magazine, Allien Buddha Zine, and 
others. e-mail: gallotricolor@yahoo.com 


116 


PLEA FOR WISDOM 
When Russia invaded the Ukraine, 
Russia also attacked itself. 


There are no winners among those who initiate war as 
Hitler, Mussolini, and Putin know. 


No ‘glory’. 


Only pain, suffering, the shattering of families, destruction, 
torment, and death for the beings of our planet, 


Our beautiful Paradise. 
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These recidivist greedy leaders enshroud the earth with 
terror and turmoil. 


They rationalise what they do, 

But for everything on the planet, 

from the deer to the cats to the birds to the dogs 
To the people 

They are demons. 


They define who they are by their behaviour. 


May wisdom begin among those who possess power, 
May they learn to love and respect those whom they lead, 
May they not torture their own people and others. 

May they not be the tools of Satan. 

May they care about their reputations and their legacy. 


For this, oh God, 


| pray. 
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Deena Padayachee: Dr Deena Padayachee is a medical 
doctor, a graduate of Natal University in South Africa. He is 
the recipient of the Olive Schreiner and Nadine Gordimer 
prizes for prose. His poems have been published in India 
(GloMag), the United Kingdom, the USA, Australia and 
South Africa. His book of liberation poems, ‘A Voice from 
the Cauldron’ was published during Apartheid in 1986. 
Some of his oeuvres have been translated into Xhosa, Zulu, 
Tamil, Hindi and Italian. He has been invited to speak at 
literary conferences at universities in Germany, India, 
Denmark, Mauritius, the USA and South Africa. 
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PERSEVERANCE WITH A DASH OF LEMON 


The woman went absconding from sorrow, abandoning it in 
the last lane, 


eloping with herself, a stowaway in her own skin, 
even though she knew it would stalk her with hawk eyes, 
however far she may run and run, 


however deep she might hide and hide. 
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Some just get slaughtered, 
not ever finding the antidote. 


Not her, she dangerously danced at the edge of the 
precipice, 


shifting into new paradigms, 


inherently knowing that wonder grew like magic 
mushrooms under the stone, 


the one you looked hard and long at but never picked up 


and glee and delight were soul-sisters you met in acres and 
acres of swaying grasslands. 


As for laughter, it hung like a pinata in the skies, 
and God burst it every now and then, 
to shower others just like her, who believed it would, 


till they was overwhelmed, rolling back their heads with all 
that uncontainable grace. 
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Deepika Chand: She is quintessentially artistic and sees 
herself as a Poet, Artist, Mystic, Empath, Forest Lover, Tea 
Person and a Mind Wanderess. She has won Editor’s Choice 
Awards in the U.S. in the past. More recently, she was 
honored by ‘The Nissim International Poetry Prize’ 2020. In 
addition, she has co-authored her debut book ‘The Blue 
Hours’ with Professor and Pushcart Nominee, Dr. Koshy AV. 
Her poems have been featured in prestigious anthologies. 
Presently, she is writing in her new glowing Avatar ‘JUGNI 
(The Mind Wanderess)’ which is an explorative inward 
journey in conversation with her alter ego. She also paints 
‘Abstract Figuratives’ and ‘Portraitures’. Her canvases 
embellish homes all over the globe. Three of her paintings 
have graced the covers of Karamvir Puruskaar Awardee 
Rashmi Anand’s books. 
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BLUE 

The void sucks in and releases 
A tempest cloud 

Pregnant, on the verge 
Cloudbursts ,slapping winds 
Darts of memories 

Shards of pain 


Rain 
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A moon 

Several moons high 
Blue 

Like you 

You undo 


Just to do it again 


You see it all 
You smile 


You walk away for a while 


The moon 


Several moons high 


Blue 
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Deepti Singh: | am a doctor by profession and | love writing 
short stories and poems as a hobby. 
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COLOUR OF NO COLOUR 

Is the colour of the eternity 

Or that of infinity 

When you are truly alone 

You are blank 

With no ambiance 

No surroundings 

No objects to clutter your mind 
You are deep in the eternity 

Or infinity 


When you have no past 
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No presence, no future 

You are in the colour of no colour 
When you are still or floating 
Moving or not moving 

No destination is reached 
Nowhere is gone 

In the middle of nothingness 


You are in the colour of no colour. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: | am only a part-time poet residing in 
Kolkata, India. | work as the CEO of Mongia Green 
Foundation. Poetry is the only soulmate | have. | find solace 
in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me 
completely unannounced, without a notice. | wake up 
sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a daydream, 
and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience 
of writing. 
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MY NAME IS TABRAHS ALUG 


Occupied — My tribal cultural homeland invaded segregated 
splintered invaded burned 


splintered infested terrorised despised overcome 
fragmented hated shredded shunned infiltrated 
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smothered deleted trampled bullied punctured blinded 
damned cursed outnumbered dissected 


dismissed dehumanised fractured by war- mongering 
bloodthirsty soulless vacuous self- crowned 


tsars obsessed with leaving bloodstained permanent 
emotional cultural traumatised charcoal 


psychological burnt scars branded deep into charred fragile 
souls- An apocalyptic shared trauma 


erasing treasured deep-seated precious memories of lost 
childhoods proud neighbourhoods 


shared cultural pride and the sanctity of motherhood 
disturbed faded by dark entities infected 


mentalities warped forced realities acid tears lava fears 
emotional spears false larks cheering ... 


Exodus — Our forced exit our beloved ancestral land 
determined by inhuman usurpers armed with 


unimaginable weaponry forever to attempt to imprison our 
minds cultural heritage customs, our 


souls whilst burning any escape routes hoping we would 
remain to bow down to their laws their 
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their poisoned systems to ultimately permanently offer 
ourselves but how could we remain if our 


livelihoods might never be the same? Our only option was 
to flee in a forced desperate hurry 


over treacherous unknown mountains huddling together 
crying together wailing collectively for 


loved ones lost- Our shared punctured conscience eternally 
connected as each stumble hurled us 


to new frontiers strange experiences and cultures hoping 
they would accept us embrace us. 


Frozen in Time- A perilous existential journey into the 
unknown, planting our fleeing on ancient 


pre-historic stone carved by the winds of time whilst 
clutching each other shivering together 


starving together praying together surviving together! 
Echoes of praise and jubilation as we 


finally reached rumoured sanctuary in our desperate flurry 
to find new ground to call our own, 


our souls forlorn in that bright new morn greeted by 
strangers now our sisters and brothers- 
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A multitude of nations a gathering of willing strangers 
suddenly in a melting pot of humanity our 


forced new sanity. Too traumatic to absorb this strange 
world. A photographer lurking about how 


odd! Afghanistan my _ birthplace Pakistan now my 
homeland. Adjust transform reborn regenerate 


A new existence forging my persistence. Seventeen years 
passed before discovering my twelve 


year old self on a global front cover. As a Pashtun woman it 
disturbed me but it cemented my 


freedom my individually my global presence in a world 
where men decide how | should look or 


walk or think or talk. | did not ask for fame but please 
whisper my name to the wind for others to 


remember us. My name is Tabrahs Alug — We are still here. 
Pray for us. Embrace us-Liberate us 
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Don Beukes: Don Beukes is a South African, British and EU 
writer, blogger and Podcaster. He is a Poetry Chapbook 
Reviewer at The Poetry Café. He has written Ekphrastic 
Poetry since 2015 collaborating with artists internationally. 
He is the author of 'The Salamander Chronicles’, ‘Icarus 
Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic collection, ‘Sic Transit 
Gloria Mundi’ (Concrete Mist Press) and ‘The Girl in the 
Stone’ -The Monte Arabi Collection (Imspired Publishing). 
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DROUGHT 

It's dusty and it's dry, 

my old grassy field -- 

| can't lay there anymore. 
But the river 

has bared her thighs, 

her long brown banks 
burn. 


Her parched navel beckons. 
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Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, “The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 


135 


A DAZZLING MORNING SUN 


She is the dazzling morning sun 

In the adorable spiritual horizon 
Of all the beams of divine spirit 
Spreads she the light so to intuit 
Acts her eyes spark as a wrapper 
All that's the best in wits as under 
Mere is a fear that she acts upon 


If mighty time finds any alteration 


If her hope's flower is so withered 
Blames not she her fate, is undeterred 


Meet in her eyes and in her heart 
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Finds a spark that someone wrote 
Tries she not to control Nature 
Sweetest of all that dwells in sohere 
Of all that bears the fruits of action 
Birth or death is beyond her notion 
All that pleases earthly human eyes 
Here is a fall in view, there is a rise 
Upon the mind of minds that dwells 


A fragrance of divinity in her smells 
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Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in 
the district of Koraput, Odisha, India. He is a Lecturer in 
English in Dr.B.R.Ambedkar Jr. College, Lamtaput in Koraput 
district in the Department of Higher Education Government 
of Odisha. He has contributed to various anthologies. He 
has recently got the Honour of Pentasi B World Featured 
Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a member of the Pentasi B 
world Friendship Poetry, The Tunisian Asian Poetry, The 
Poetry Society, The World Nation's Writers Union, The 
Love, The Global Literary Society, The Namaste ink an 
Author's Manifesto, etc. He has also published many Odia 
and English poems. 
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THE RULES 


Translated Ula de B. 

It might not be easy 

to suppress prejudices regarding: 
—a nation, 

—a different skin color, or 


—a faith other than one's own. 


It might not be easy, 
—in the name of instilled principles 
to refrain from hate, 


or following through on death sentences, 
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because someone tells you to 
or because we ourselves think 
we have the right to be harbingers 


of harm. 


It's worth it to 

think about the meaning 

behind unworthy deeds; 

To create in yourself 

love and tolerance, 

To replace evil with good. 

It's about more than pushing the trigger 


or destroying a man. 
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Eliza Segiet: Received Global Literature Guardian Award — 
from Motivational Strips, World Nations Writers Union and 
Union Hispanomundial De Escritores (UHE) 2018. Laureate 
Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020. Laureate International 
Award Paragon of Hope (2020). Laureate World Award 
2020 Cesar Vallejo for Literary Excellence. Laureate of the 
Special Jury Sahitto International Award 2021. Laureate 
World Award Premiul Fanus Neagu 2021. Finalist Golden 
Aster Book World Literary Prize 2020. It is in the last stage 
of an international competition Mili Dueli 2020. At the 
international Festival of Poetry CAMPIONATO MONDIALE 
DI POESIA (2021/2022) she won the title of vice-champion 
of the world. 
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DUNGEON 

| beseech you 

lingering moments, 
stop. 

Your insect has its eggs 
in my thoughts. 

Open this dungeon. 
Set the criminal free. 


This sentence is relentless. 
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Let me roam the night, 
have the pictures 

in color. 

Remember fondly 

the boy, 

the frogs diving 

from the sky. 


They were alive. 
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Ferris E Jones: He is an award-winning, internationally 
published poet and screenwriter living in Puyallup 
Washington. His work has appeared in both print and 
online magazines including as the featured poet for 
Creative Talents Unleashed. He is the recipient of two 
grants from the Nevada Arts Council and _ the 
Editor/Publisher of Nevada Poets 2009. Ferris has twice 
received honorable mention awards from Writers Digest 
annual screenwriting contest. He is also the Author/Editor 
of seven collections of poetry. You can learn more about 
Ferris E. Jones by visiting www.inquisitionpoetry.com 
where each month he features the work of other poets. 
The goal of this site is to spread the word of poetry 
throughout the world. 
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GRAVITY 
The sun rises at dawn 


Only by surprise to be drowned. 


Eagle soar high and round 


And still come to perch on the ground. 


The moon struggles to rise in full bloom 


At noon to disappear in gloom. 
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If nature and all with cavity 


Are but subject to gravity 


Then why the trampling getting to the top 


When all that goes up don't stay up? 


Francis Otole: Francis Otole is a Nigerian born poet and 
academician. He is a member of the Association of Nigerian 
authors (ANA) and many other literary groups. He is an 
award-winning poet from the local and_ international 
scenes. He has been featured in magazines, journals, and 
anthologies, locally and internationally. He is a graduate of 
the prestigious Benue State University and a student of life. 
His hobby is reading and writing. He is married with two 
children. 
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it is crying to be painted 
this vast expanse of space at the moment untainted 
nothing/nobody can match the zest 


an occasional artist and her quest 


short of purple and pink, | add grey to the evening sky 
clouds where no bird will dare to fly 
yet he comes, wings and all 


fumbling, fluttering, flying, trying not to fall 
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just for him, | mix the leftover red and white 
a little pink to make the sky bright 
| hope he will notice the changed hues 


and hang in there forgetting his blues 


who said anything about love? 


it takes two to survive the demons above 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in a 
voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has been a 
part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee 
and had commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is 
incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, | Find Freedom’, 
there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a common 
thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free woman. 
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NATURE'S ART 

With their radiant smile they say, 

Every season keeps its promise 

To come back at the right time 

With the same beauty and resplendence 

With the same warmth and love 

But with renewed passion for those who behold 


For those who wish to pave a way 
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From the eyes to the valley of heart 

In a world of constant change and false promises 
Nature preserves a treasure of truth and purity 
Showing us a way how to live and love 


How to smile, grow and forgive.... 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is a teacher by profession and 
a poet by passion. She is a post-graduate in English 
literature from Gauhati University .Being a true aesthete, 
she finds beauty in every object of life and Nature and her 
ink pours those elements in a subtle way. For her, poetry is 
a passion where she finds peace and solace amidst the 
complexities of life. Her poems have been published in 
various national and international anthologies, magazines, 
newspapers and web journals. 
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Quiet 

Don’t speak 

You will wake him up! 

He is asleep 

After all the festivities 

And celebrations 

He is tired, exhausted 

See, 

The bells are silent tonight 


So are the drums and pipes 
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The temple is empty and quiet 


Only a calf is waiting patiently 


To lick him awake in the morn. 


Geeta Varma: She is a poet based in Chennai, India. She has 
contributed to numerous anthologies. She has also 
published two books. She has been a teacher for thirty 
years and a freelance journalist. She is now an Educational 
Consultant and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys 
working with children and has conducted many creative 
workshops. Her interests include music, reading, writing 
(poems and stories for children) and travelling. 
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THE SEEKING 
Bare feet, my toes digging into clay, loam, red earth, 
Looking for that certain terrain where | walked births, 


And feeling like | belong exactly where | set foot when half 
my life is done, 


Feeling the wisps that tell me I’ve been here before, 


As | recognise the fragrance of flowers | haven’t even seen 
yet, 


Looking into the nuances of tongues trying to recall 
languages 


That echo from the depths of fjords and canyons, 
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Caressing bric a bracs and trinkets as if | remember having 
made them, somewhere in time, 


Relating to folklore and epics | chance to hear in the 
passing, 


Smiling at tunes | hear for | know their origin and names, 
As | imagine everything is connected by a single thread , 


Invisible yet there, 


As | watch the moon melt away in inks waiting to become 
poems, 


This is who | see myself as surfacing in the mirror 
Of lost water bodies that wait to merge with oceans, 


In a confluence so subtle it takes away colours just leaving a 
grey monochrome 


Of a sky brimming with rain clouds of oneness. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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THE ORIGINAL PIED PIPERS 
Parents 

the Original Pied Pipers 
made children appear - 
and when they did, 

made them crawl, 

dance to their tunes, 

sleep to their lullabies, 

read to their angry tones. 
Dressed them, 


poor mannequin dolls - 
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hair their way 

clothes their way. 

The mannequins 

now turned 

walkie-talkies at parents’ bidding - 

paraded in front of uncles, aunts, ‘the whole school 
‘participated in ‘This Got Talent’ 

‘That Got Talent’ 

twisting bodies and minds 

forced to count and read 


before they could walk and talk properly. 


Complaints piled up 

"your child is running down the corridor" 
"your child laughs too loudly" 

“your child cannot pronounce properly" 


"your child is a dunce" 
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And Pied Piper parents 
hold all the answers - 
grades, grades, grades 
concentrate, study - 

"my child is a genius!" 
"my child is an engineer!" 
"my child has a job!" 


"my child is getting married!" 


Somewhere in the midst of it all - 
So silently, no one noticed 

the mountain had slid open 

and both childhood and children 


had disappeared. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a writer, publisher, and poet currently 
residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and 
Publisher of GloMag, an international poetry and prose 
magazine. Her poetry books, novels, and short stories are 
available in various online bookstores such as Amazon and 
Flipkart as well as on her blogs. She is on the brink of 
publishing a very interesting collection of anecdotes and 
short stories inspired by her rather colourful and chequered 
life. 
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LEAVING ME BEHIND 

if you read my palm 

there are many byways and highways 
narrow lanes and cobblestone allies 
it’s like a map giving directions 

to many destinations 

and you leave your footprints 
through all the towns 

and villages, you pass 


as a reminder that you were there once 
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and on one of your sojourns 


you touched me with your hands 


and left your fingerprints on my heart 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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HAIKU 


when snow cascades, nature eavesdrops 


snow flurries 
squeeze 


my morning walks 
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flurries outside 
still awake 


in times square 


snow showers 
dreams dancing 


on the ice rink 


snowflakes 
green grass becomes 


white sheet 
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the snow 


drops it pieces 


of old memories 


Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published ten volumes of poetry 
in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited four anthologies of poems in English and 
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also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. Two recently 
published books of mine; ‘Alleys are filled with Future 
Alphabets’ and ‘From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal’ (joint e- 
book). | have been nominated for Pushcart Prize in poetry 
category for the year 2021. Edited ‘Voices Within’ 
anthology of poems, published from Setu Publishers, US. 
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BIAS 

Humans have a tendency, 
To have bias towards 
Something or someone. 
We either affect someone 


Or are the affected. 


We have biases 


In personal or professional 
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Life—Which impacts either 


Positively or negatively. 


Normally, Bias has a 
Negative connotation. 

But, sometimes it 

Is used for advantage or 
Betterment of disadvantaged 


People or sections of society. 


Humans tend to have— 
Conscious or unconscious 
Bias. 

One needs to be aware, 
Understand and recognise 
Bias—for better decisions, 


For better relationships. 
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Jagadish Prasad: | am a writer residing in Hyderabad, 
Telangana, India. | am an HR-= and _= Media 
consultant/Resource Person and also a partner in an 
HR/Talent Resources consultancy company. | have 
contributed poems to the annual magazine of Chennai 
Poets Circle. | have also contributed prose and poetry to 
the in-house magazine of IOB (lobian). 
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MURAL 

The walls inside Ling’s Pavilion 

had a mural of a river 

with mysterious boats and merchants. 
It made me dream 

of traveling along such a route 
carrying treasure-chests of 

colorful silks and fragrant tea. 


| wanted to escape from 
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the heartbreak of my 

early twenties and visited 

the restaurant often. 

Every time | looked at the wall 

| wished | were Alice 

and the wall was a looking glass 
or a wonderland that | could 
escape into and be transported 
to a time, or rather, a place 

of stillness and peace. 

Of course — it was an imaginary world 
where there were no pirates 
and no wars either. 


Note: Ling's Pavilion is a Chinese restaurant in South Bombay 
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Jagari Mukherjee: The winner of the Reuel International 
Prize for Poetry, Jagari Mukherjee is the Founder and Chief 
Executive Editor of the literary journal, EKL Review. She has 
authored three collections of poetry--a chapbook and two 
full-length volumes, the latest being The Elegant Nobody 
(2020) published by Hawakal. Her poetry ebook, Wine- 
Kissed Poems (2020), co-authored with Dr. Ampat Koshy, 
became an Amazon bestseller in India and the US. She is a 
gold medalist in English Literature, a Best of the Net 2018 
nominee, DAAD scholar from Technical University, Dresden, 
Germany, and a Bear River Writers' Conference aluma. She 
has won numerous prestigious awards, including the 
Rabindranath Tagore Literary Prize for Book Review(2018), 
the Women Empowered Gifted Poet Award (2020), and the 
Jury Prize at Friendswood Library's Ekphrastic Poetry 
Reading And Contest (2021). 
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MARCH 

Frost snaps 
crinkles, eases, 
finally melts. 
Gaunt trees 
dressed in fragile 


buds. 


Fragile buds, sun 


splash, rain splash, 
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splash blue, splash 


green. 


Green new leaf. Fits 
my hand so perfectly. 


The future lies 


in my palm. 


Joan McNerney: She has been the recipient of three 
scholarships which includes one from the University of 
Mexico School for Foreign Students in San Antonio, Texas. 
She received her Bachelor of Arts Degree in English 
Literature from New York State Board of Regents, Excelsior 
University. She has recited her work at the National Arts 
Club, New York City, State University of New York, Oneonta, 
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McNay Art Institute, San Antonio and the University of 
Houston, Texas as well as other distinguished venues. A 
reading in Treadwell, New York was sponsored by the 
American Academy of Poetry. Her poetry is found in many 
literary magazines. She has four Best of the Net 
nominations. The Muse in Miniature and Love Poems for 
Michael are both available on Amazon.com = and 
Cyberwit.net. Just released is a new title At Work. This 
collection shows colorful snapshots of working women and 
men in their daily lives. 
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GET UP GET UP 

get up, get up 

your hair is shining 
the window is open 


you got a card in the mail 
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get up, get up 
do you know what time it is 
someone Is walking on the front porch 


who bought you that pretty bell? 


get up, get up 
you didn't finish your cup of coffee 
what was it that you started to say 


there, there is a white scarf on the floor 


get up, get up 
now it's too late to say goodnight 
we are empty bottles floating across an ocean 


the past is a string wrapped around a finger 
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Joe Kidd: He is a multi-award-winning songwriter, speech 
writer, music/film critic, and ordained minister, inducted 
into Michigan Rock & Roll Hall of Fame 2017, recipient of 
Michigan Governor's and US House of Representatives 
certificates for work promoting Peace, Social Justice, 
Cultural Diversity. He lives in Detroit Michigan USA with 
partner, author/vocalist Sheila Burke. He has a CD titled 
Everybody Has A Purpose 2015, a book of poetry titled The 
Invisible Waterhole 2020. His works appear in benefit 
recordings, Music For Japan, and Songs For Standing Rock, 
many poetry journals. He was on tour throughout North 
America and Western Europe. 


https://www.amazon.com/Joe-Kidd/e/BO89QYDXSM 


https://joekiddandsheilaburke.com 
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WHERE DID | GO....? 

Sometimes... 

staring at these empty benches 

| try to recall, where did | go that day? 
Now, in this park | come often 

to collect fallen feathers of rare birds 
whom I've seen never. 

| take a quick glance 


at the cardboard faces, talking, smiling, 
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passing by these green benches 


through the autumn lane. 


| hear the lotus lake lapping 

just beyond the green waste bin. 

| vividly remember the clanking 

of the trailing away train, its tail light, 
carrying you away from my sight 
slowly and peacefully along the track; 
the shining railway 

merging into the distant dark. 

But where did | go then, 


when, the sky dropped the curtain? 


The benches count my feathers; 
the crisp brown leaves drop faster 
than the yellow ones, that escape grip 


levitating unsure of how to waft dead, 
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where to go ahead, falling weightless. 
A dead fish floating past the reeds 
was caught by a dreamy eyed cat; 

a flying kingfisher lost a feather 

in its sudden flight to disappear. 


Where did | go, still | can't remember. 


Kakoli Ghosh (a.k.a Moon Drops): She is a post-graduate in 
English literature, and hails from an industrial town in West 
Bengal, India. Her published poetry books are ‘Unfinished’ 
(2010) and ‘The Bridge’ (2022). Her oeuvres have been 
published in various national and international anthologies. 
Kakoli is equally keen in vernacular literature. Many of her 
Bengali poems have been published online and printed in 
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local magazines. She is also a painter and a jewellery 
designer and has keen interest in music and art in general. 
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www.dreamtn.org 


MANIMEKALAI 

To begin with, the very circumstances of her birth 
Were somewhat controversial: Courtesan's love-child, 
Her father, an already married man, 


Abandoning her mother after her birth. 


Dancer's robes were her destiny 
Had she followed the custom of her lineage... 
But she was Manimékalai, 


Destined to be blessed and great; 
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Hers was not a body to he tied down, 

With dancing bells or anklets! 

She was to fly freely through the air... 

Her hands were destined for acts of charity. 
Not for amassing of jewels... 

Ah! But she loved the bejeweled feet 

At the Lotus Feet, where she drank 

Of the knowledge of her past and future; 
Aputra and Aravana, her accomplices, 


As were Manimekhala and Dvipatilaka her divine 
protectors, 


Conquering hunger, she received the Amrita Surabhi... 


Bowl of endless abundance.. 


Donning the ascetic's robes, in one swift act of Vairagya, 


Metamorphosing from enchanting dancer to an 
enlightened Bhikuni, 


Manimékalai accomplished what her mother couldn't; 
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And stands no less in noble stature, 


Than Kannagi, the noble. 


Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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LITTLE GIRL WITH HAMSA 

The dogs barked as Father returned home. 

After a long day in the city working for wages, 
everyone was very excited as he brought gifts but 


little Amy was at the pond, playing with Hamsa. 


Every day, she would go to school, then run home 
to play and talk to her ducks. Some days, she 
would sneak bread from her sandwich and toss 


it into the pond and the ducks would have a treat. 
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Even today, she is a grown woman, but her ducks 
are still all around her home. She welcomes them 
into the house to sleep and eat, not at the pond. 


She will always be the little girl with her Hamsa. 
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Ken Allan Dronsfield: Ken Allan Dronsfield is a disabled 
veteran and prize winning poet from New Hampshire, now 
residing in Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry 
Society of New Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to 
date; ‘The Cellaring', 'A Taint of Pity', ‘Zephyr's Whisper’, 
‘The Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and Scribbles’. 
Ken's been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize 
and six times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner 
for the 2018 and 2019, Realistic Poetry International Nature 
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Poetry Contests. He has recently begun producing Creative 
Content on his YouTube channel and has had wonderful 
success sharing his poetry. Ken loves’ writing, 
thunderstorms, and spending time with his cats Willa and 


Yumpy. 
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faceboor 


a poem by kerala varma 


FACEBOOR 

On Father's Day 

| will post my picture 

As the father of my proud son 
On Mother's Day 

It's me with my daughter 


Because my daughter is a future mother 


For the Teacher's Day 
It's me with my child 
Because I'm my child's best teacher 


If it's Martyr's Day 
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| will don a borrowed uniform 


Or wear a cap, hand raised in salute 


Do we have a Pizza Pie Day? 
Let me pose with a pizza 
World Poetry Day? 


That would be me with my poem 


You would find me hugging a tree 
On World Environment Day 

On the Day of Silence 

| will post a video of myself 

Silent for three minutes 

Such a long silence is uncommon 


For an omniscient man like me 


My laughter therapy photo for Happiness Day 


And me eating in a five-star hotel for Food Day 
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The Yoga Day is but a no-brainer 
Just a picture of mine in a yoga pose 
| will use a different yoga pose 


In a colourful costume for Health Day 


| have it ready for Women's Day 

My snap with the Ladies Prayer Group 
On Women's Equality Day 

| will allow my wife to post my mugshot 


Because isn't she my equal on this day? 


| will post a selfie, smoking a pipe 

To cock a snook at No Tobacco Day 

It's a video on National Science Day 

Of my guruji telling you science is limited 


It's religion that has all answers 
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The World Population Day is a stark reminder 
That others are breeding more 

On Social Justice Day 

| will defend my divinely sanctioned caste 

The privileges and entitlements of the highborn 


And mock social justice warriors and their wokeness 


You're mistaken 

I'm actually a modest man 

| don't post my portrait on every Day 
Certainly not on All Fools Day 

Or Ambedkar Day 

Or Zero Discrimination Day 

Or such other nonsense 


As Black Lives Matter 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, _ rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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A FULL MOON RISING! 
Today the ocean swells with emotions, 
the waves are swirling, splashing her spray up skywards, 


to touch the very aura and embrace the hypnotic 
opalescent moon 


that blossoms full in my soul. 


You are a mystery | found and captured from the bosom of 
the ocean... 


filled with stardust and moondust. 


The oceans own fluorescence, 
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like neon lights fast trails images in my mind’s eye. 


| drew you into my heart and listened to your whispered 
words... 


| merged with You, 

lifting myriad glittery silver veils... 

fluttering in the delicious balmy breeze... 

Despite the endless distance and the unexplored territory, 
you set ablaze, a trail of glittery dew drop sparkling rays. 
There is a full moon rising! 

| want to celebrate. 

| want to let our own music play. 

| want you in this solitude for 

there is a today now... 

a glorious tomorrow lies ahead. 


While You lead me by the hand to You. 
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Ketaki Mazumdar: She was born and brought up in 
Kolkata.She is an educationist and had the honour of 
receiving the National Award for Excellence in Teaching 
from the then President of India, Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam. 
Retired now, she authors children’s books and writes 
poetry. Her latest book of poems “Woodsmoke and 
Embers” and she, have been listed amongst the ‘Top 50 
Most Influential Authors of 2021’, by Delhiwire. Her poems 
have immense depth, are evocative and deeply 
contemplative. She is a prolific writer and has contributed 
to several poetry sites and anthologies. 
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RECAST THE WEB 

| slip into the nest, 

and await the harvest; 

The spider eyes its catch, 
with no toil to match; 

It's born with nature's boon, 
For me no easy way to moon. 
The harvest is no fairy 


to shower its manna on me. 


Awed by blue hilly terrain, 


rhythmic sway of the train, 
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steep recline of the vale, 

soft hum of birds in the dale, 
frolicked with mates in the alley, 
picked rubies of love with glee; 
Child is the mother of Man, 


buoys him up for the next span. 


Youth furrowed in toil, 

seeking light in midnight oil, 
darkness encasing the Crescent, 
sparks in the hearth of the Present. 
| remember it was then 

the web of dreams was spun. 

But the coveted harvest was lost, 


the web in pieces, to be recast. 


My web is no seer to Say, 


life will shape like the Milky Way; 
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| may tend my park fair, 
but keep weeds off its lair? 
Days are beads of sweat, no crown, 


| hear its echo every morn, 


| need to weave my web, 


‘cause it mother’s a radiant cub. 


K.S.Subramanian: | am a poet and short story writer living 
in Chennai. | have published two volumes of verse through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata. | have nine published short 
stories and also poems in several anthologies. ‘Dreams’ got 
the Asian Age prize. 
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I'M A WRITER 

who would have known 

that i would be a published author 
not family, friends or teachers 


neither my mom, wife, sons or daughter 


in school i were never 


a poetry lover 
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but today my name 


are on four book covers 


God knew i had it in me 
so He save me from a life of crime 
and pulled out of me 


poetry that rhyme 


since 2015 
He still fills me daily 
i must testify 


He never failed me 


i write about my children 
i write about my wife 
i write with emotion 


i write about my life 
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i write locally 
i write internationally 
i hope my writing encourage others 


as it encourage me 


at first the words were dim 
but Jesus brought light and made it brighter 
i'm not a fighter 


but most certainly a writer 
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Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port Elizabeth, 
Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot Welder at a Motor 
Industry Firm. He is a Published Author and enjoys writing 
poetry. His first book entitled, “Verse en Inspirasie’ was 
published by Selwyn Milborrow (Milborrow Media). His 
second book entitled, ‘Testimony in Poetry’ was published 
by Bevan Boggenpoel, and the third book entitled, ‘In 
Pursuit of Poetic Perfection,’ which he wrote together with 
Bevan Boggenpoel, Selwyn Milborrow, and Don Beukes was 
published by Milborrow Media. His poetry describes 
himself and how God has transformed his life. He is also a 
member of a Master Class group of writers as well as 
Afrikaanse Digters. 
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ANDROMEDA 

For me, my fate was always to get eaten, 
A princess born in Ethiopia, 

But Perseus and | were never beaten, 


Despite the brag of Cassiopeia. 


|, Greek, long ago set up to be victimized, 
By the sea monster Cetus, whale-like beast, 
My once chained maiden’s myth now crystalized, 


My body, mind, and soul unleashed. 
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Linda Imbler: Linda Imbler’s poetry collections include six 
published paperbacks:Big Questions, Little Sleep, Big 
Questions, Little Sleep” second edition (expanded with 66 
additional poems), Lost and Found, Red Is The Sunrise, Bus 
Lights, Travel Sights, and Spica’s Frequency. Soma 
Publishing has published her four e-book collections, The 
Sea’s Secret Song, Pairings, a hybrid of short fiction and 
poetry, and That Fifth Element, and Per Quindecim. 
Examples of Linda’s poetry and a listing of publications can 
be found at lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. |n addition to 
writing, she helps her husband, a Luthier, build acoustic 
guitars and steel strings in Wichita, Kansas, U.S.A. They are 
currently working on number 10. 
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SHE 

Her emballage is not her softness 

Her moderate gesture is not her weakness 
Her sensual smile is not her defense 

Her alluring eyes is not of any pretense 
The beauty of her curve is not her terminus 
She is the modern women 

Fire and fired 


Conscious and cautious 
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Resilience and tough 
Bold and beautiful 
A sizzling fragrance 


Dazzling phenomena 


A modern lady of endurance. 


Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar, Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
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father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books Rhyme of Rain; First Rain; 
Tingling Parables; Rivulet of Emotions; and Red Tulips. 
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WHY DO! LOVE YOU 
Why do | love you 
Why do | love you so 


Why do | love you so much 


A question | ask myself each day 
A smile on my lips 
A sparkle in my eyes 


As | know the answer | seek 
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It’s the love you give me 
It’s the solace in your arms 
It’s the closeness in your embrace 


It’s the faith | have in you 


It’s your passion for me 
It’s your laugh | so adore 
It’s your honesty so endearing 


It’s your integrity so humbling 


My delight is in you 
My soul is you 
My living is for you 


My dying is for you 


You are the one for me 


As |am the one for you 
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Our Life together 


A blessing for sure 


Yes Sweetheart | do love you 


| do love you so 


| do love you so much 


Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
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workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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SONG OF ANNIHILATION! 

Honeyed music! The enigmatic piper’s 
Intoxicating ancient tunes! 

Melting melody weave my destiny; 

Let it carry me to that distant land 

Where the self is lost in mystical euphoria. 
Towering over the mound of despair, 


Thousand rays of the sun smilingly appear: 
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Plunging into the sea of annihilation! 

Like the moth into the blazing fire 

| dive. When in love nothing matters! 
Surrendering wholly at love’s fleeting altar 
Soused in ambrosial fallacy; 


The elusive rainbow filters through the heart’s louvers 


My fate embarks upon its imminent ruinous odyssey! 
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Madhu Gangopadhyay: She hails from India. She is fiercely 
passionate about poetry and short stories, and a penchant 
for mythology. She conveniently explores all the genres of 
poetry writing. She has a Master’s degree in English 
Literature from Calcutta University and a Bachelor’s degree 
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in Education. She has been in the education industry for 
two decades now. She has also been a content developer 
and has designed academic course books for senior school 
students. Her works have been published in several 
anthologies and online journals. Her poems have been 
translated into Spanish, Albanian, Turkish and Persian 
languages. She is also an exponent of Indian classical dance 
forms. Currently she is pursuing MA in Psychology. 


http://madmusingspoetry.com/home 


madmusingspoetry.com 
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A simple conversation 

On day-to-day basis 

With the most loved one 

That binds me more 

Like a canopy of warm sunshine 
On acold breezy morning 
Embracing my soul 

Adhering softly 

My heartbeat reflecting 

Happy vibes 


And my eyes shine 
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With the thought of you 
Smiling 

Carefree 

Ecstatic 

Ready to grasp the day 
In my clasp 

Feeling blissful 


In and out 
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Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet, writer and social 
worker hailing from the city of joy, Kolkata. She is 
associated with The Impish Lass Publishing House, Mumbai 
in the capacity of an executive editor. Her creative 
contributions have been published in various national and 
international anthologies and she often gets featured in 
various prestigious e-zines. She was recently featured in the 
prestigious anthology Aatish 2 alongside various stalwarts. 
She bagged third prize in Beyond Black Sakhi Annual Poetry 
Awards 2019-2020. She is attached to a social group named 
Share A Smile and volunteers for social causes and 
upliftment of the destitute. 
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CAKES 

(Aranygaluska) 

Cakes!! 

Of all the bakes? 

| always thought the ganache 
Had so much panache; 

And here a story 

All hunky dory, 

But how to make a character 
Of a runny batter! 


Is not goulash better? 
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"Do not be the same old meat eater!" 

Quipped the Aranygaluska, sitting snugly in the picture, 
The beautiful yeasty ball of Galuska smiled 

As | worried, went crazy and wild, 

Glistening in the molten butter 

That she was rolled in amidst girly chatter, 

Plump and cute, 

Frosty with the crushed sugar sweet, 

Nuts she had frolicked with and rolled in, still stuck to her, 
Walnuts still entwined around her, all bare, 

Actually there were a few like her, 

All arranged in layers, 

Peeping from within winked the raisins, 


When the Galuska was filled with warmth and baked 
golden, 


The lovely golden balls of dough, 
Cradled in a bed of vanilla custard, in a glass trough, 
Can | think of anything more sexy! 


Aranygaluska, you never fail to impress me. 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
“THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS”. She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 


222 


WATERING MEMORIES 

| water my love with memories 

Monsoon drops fail to drench a wistful heart 

| water my love with memories 

Lusty lips succour wetness of your tongue 
moon washed the sea lies in its embrace 

dry as a pearl in waters deep 

As the shores | await your ever-receding advent 
Moon rises to set, in the light of day 

Yet it doesn't arise every night 


Come, come as the moon at least be there fortnight! 
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| water my love with memories 

of the rainbow you made with me 

riding on my desires 

hand in hand we sailed across the clouds 
only to return at morn 

| water my love with such memories 
that go deep within my being 

kindle the fire of hope 


against the dread of distanced times! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: Madhu Sriwastav is an academic, writer, 
poet, translator, and reviewer. She writes to express herself 
about anything that catches her fancy and touches a chord. 
She is based in Kolkata. She has published in several 
International and National anthologies and journals. She is 
a regular GloMag contributor. 
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CHANGE 

There are sad days. All you 
can do is smile. You hold 

your tears and pretend to 

be okay. Things change. 

Life doesn't stop for 

anybody. At times, the forest 
may be dark with withering 
trees. Birds with broken wings 
and lost hopes. It will be hard 


but you are going to make it. 
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Nothing stays the same. Look 
deeper. Things change, life 
keeps on moving with subtle 


songs. 


ail 


Mehak Varun: She is the author of three books - THE 
HUMANE QUEST (volume-1,2 &3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She is born and brought up in 
Jammu and settled in Chandigarh. She has been bestowed 
with ‘100 Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She 
has also been honoured with the 'Women Of Influence 
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2019' award. Recently, she has been awarded Gitesh-Biwa 
Memorial Award of excellence for her article on woman 
power “I Just Need A Chance”. 
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HAPPINESS IS THE KEY—GOOD RIDDANCE 
The sun still shines as always 

Even when you’re not there 

I’m no longer depressed 

Without you around 

You have poured 

Barrels of blames on me 


Once we used to smile and 
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Speak with love from our hearts 

There was a time indeed 

When we longed to be together 

| have become stranger 

Someone else as you publicised me 

In social media - a Chameleon to you now 
I’m a clean slate still you know 

Once everything | said or did 

Was nice to your eyes and ears 

Now you say I’m rude and heartless 

You enjoy seeing me sad 

Breakdown and shedding tears 

Someone in future will enter your life 

For a reason and teach you a lesson 
Strong gusts of wind and rain 

Has now blown the candle out 

| don’t wanna rub more salt to the wound 


Wearing a smile and being happy 
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Are the keys | have taken to move forward 


And be the person whom | used to be 


Merlyn Alexander: I'm a poetess residing in Nagercoil, 
India. I'm a housewife. My passion includes writing, 
cooking, and painting. | have contributed to many 
anthologies. | have published six books in Haiku Poetry. I'm 
currently waiting for my first anthology of English poems to 
be published soon. 
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FROGS 

"Grow grass, 

stone frogs," 

written on bathroom walls. 
Hippie beads, oodles 
colorful acid pills 

in dresser draws, 

no clothes, 

kaleidoscope condoms, 


ostentatious sex. 
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No Bibles or Sundays 

that anyone remembers. 

Rochdale College, 

Toronto, Ontario 1972, 

freedom school, free education. 
Makes no sense, 

when you're high on a song 
"American Women" blasting 
eardrums and police sirens come on. 


Note: Rochdale College was patterned after Summerhill School- 
Democratic "freedom school" in England founded in 1921 by 
Alexander Sutherland Neill with the belief that the school should 
be made to fit the child, rather than the other way around.) 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He lived ten years in Canada, 
Vietnam era. Today he is a poet in the greater Chicagoland 
area, IL. He has 248 YouTube poetry videos. Michael Lee 
Johnson is an_ internationally published poet in 43 
countries, several published poetry books, nominated for 4 
Pushcart Prize awards and 5 Best of the Net nominations. 
He is editor-in-chief of 3 poetry anthologies, all available on 
Amazon, and has several poetry books and chapbooks. He 
has over 536 published poems. Michael is the administrator 
of 6 Facebook Poetry groups and Member of the Illinois 
State Poetry Society 


http://www. illinoispoets.or 
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BIRDS IN CAGES 


Sunanda’s life was like a bird in a golden cage. Her 
millionaire husband Prasant made her feel inferior and 
worthless. She withdrew into a shell, isolating herself from 
the world. After his sarcastic remarks, she left her hobbies 
of dancing, singing and writing. She longed for an embrace 
or a loving glance from him, which was denied. Prasant 
slapped her when she asked him about his girlfriends. The 
slap was felt on her loving heart and loyal mind. She went 
into depression. 


Then Sunanda rose like a Phoenix bird from the ashes 
of her burnt dreams. She started an organization ‘Priya 
Sakhi’ to help women who suffer silently due to domestic 
abuse. There was a grand function. She regained her lost 
self-esteem and confidence when she was surrounded by 
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fans, followers and media people. Prasant approached her 
asking for a second chance. Sunanda remembered his 
sarcastic words, “Don’t try to fly in the sky. You will be 
landing on earth where you belong.” She told him, “I have 
escaped from my golden cage. My aim in life is to liberate 
women from their cages helping them to have a flight of 
freedom. Let them break open their bonds and have a free, 
happy and contented life. Thank you for making me realize 
my capabilities. Now, for me, only the sky is the limit. Let 
me fly.” 
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Nalini Janardhanan: Dr (Major) Nalini Janardhanan, is a 
doctor who served in the Indian Army as an Army Medical 
Officer. She is a popular writer from Kerala who received 
the Katha Award and a writer of many medical books for 
which she has received the IMA Sahithya Award. She is an 
Akashvani artist of ghazals and bhajans. She has been 
felicitated with many awards for her contributions towards 
society as a Doctor, Singer, Writer and Army Officer. 
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lam here today. 

The cyan sky, the fairy clouds 

The bright day and its colours hug me. 
They say they love me. 

They whisper, "Don't be afraid." 

We are here in blue and red. 

The gentle breeze caresses my hair 


"Breathe deep when in despair. 
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Have trust. It's just another step 


Towards destiny." 


Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 


239 


LOVE IS THE GREATEST 
Love yourself, and live right 
Love your neighbour and protect them 


For we pass away ina moment. 


Love conquers hate and greed 


It is not selfish, it is not arrogant 


240 


Shine through the gloom 


And let the world blossom. 


Come, let's play together 
Instead of the war, killing ourselves 
Come, let's live together 


Rather than the terror, harming one another. 


We can be at peace, yes, we can 


For only but a moment we live 


And only in a moment we are gone. 
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Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: | am a poet/writer/thinker residing in 
Nigeria. | currently enjoy my work as a writer; | have 
contributed to over forty international anthologies. | have 
also published three poetry books and co-authored one, 
and published over two hundred and fifty poems/articles in 
over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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A TALE OF TWO CORPSE...! 

Pursed heart and shrunken eyes in hold, 

caging the tempting cascade of my pain...! 
beneath the weight of a tiny corpse , 

like a broken piece of cloud in my shattered sky, 
lying on my back entangled into a halter belt, 


Never to rise to tickle my ear again..! 


243 


Waiting for his turn to be reduced to ashes, 

the cold flesh unleashed untrammelled memories, 
seizing every column of bone, 

that holding my soul, 

and there my earth quakes, 

splashing its ocean to mourn ..! 


The departure of my little brother at that cursed dawn...! 


| tried to wriggle free from the scattered 

dead bodies galore , 

And at last wailing tears shambled out of the torn soul, 
for lost humanity and diseased mankind, 


Under the blizzards of war and useless valor...! 


The land of rising sun set ablaze in an unfriendly light, 


and the fool’s toy wrapped in a massive hakama of clouds , 


had blown our entire world leaving a scar 
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to be haunted forever by neverending dark night, 


like the wound of my bleeding lips 


While in queue clutching my cry...! 


Nitusmita Saikia: An instructor in National Cadet Corps, 
Nitusmita Saikia is a bilingual writer from Assam, India. 
Apart from poetry, she also writes short stories, plays, 
quotes and articles. She has been writing for magazines like 
FM, GloMag, Innsaei and Sahitya Samavedana Sandhan. 
Her poems have been published in many national and 
international anthologies, in local newspapers, in blogs, etc. 
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Pic Courtesy: Nivedita Karthik (This is the actual view from my 
balcony). 


WAIT WHAT? 


The view of my world 


The yellow line is late, which it usually never is 


And the track stands under the scorching Indian sun, 
forlorn 
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And empty, much like the flat next door, whose occupants 
up and left 


Stating the need for something better, a better view 
Than the rooftops of uninspiring flats and the metro line. 


Were they expecting the Taj Mahal? 


Little did they know the PrimeTime reality TV gold they 
were missing out on 


The greatest show on earth, happening right outside my 
balcony. 


There, to the house on my right 
A shih-tzu is howling at the sun? 


While a woman is hanging out the washing (as it is her job 
to do so) 


And an older lady, her mother-in-law perhaps, 


As that is how things here go...multigenerational families 
on the groom side live together 


The bride’s side? Well that’s a whole other PrimeTime TV 
saga 
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Is drying pappadams on the terrace, 


Swatting away those pesky crows and pigeons. 


The house on the left is bedecked with swags of colorful 
cloth streamers 


And a huge shamiana is erected out back 
While in front, a snazzily dressed orchestra in red and gold 
Welcomes the visitors to this wintertime wedding. 


And still the yellow line has not gone by. 


Like clockwork it runs, every two minutes, either direction 


But now it has been five and there’s not a train in sight. 


| wonder what the problem is... 
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Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Immunology from the 
University of Oxford. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer and published poet. She also 
regularly contributes to the open mics organized by Rattle 
Poetry. She currently resides in Gurgaon, India, and works 
as a senior associate editor. Her first book of poetry, ‘She: 
the reality of womanhood,’ is available on Amazon. 
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IF THOUGHTS WERE RAINDROPS 

A moment of stillness is all | ask 

My wayward heart and mind 

But my thoughts pelt at my soul 

like a million tiny yet pounding raindrops, 

drenching me in pain, happiness, love, detachment, 
frustration, a cornucopia of emotions 

Be still, my mind 

lam not as resilient as the earth, 

absorbing everything yet giving back. 


| am only human: the raindrops seem to pause, 
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Then resume their pelting gleefully, 
Washing away my pleas, relentlessly 
My fragile emotions are no match 
for the cool yet strangely refreshing aftermath. 
| realize that if | yield to this heavenly shower 
that awakes all my nerves, 
it is Mother Nature’s exquisite way 
of telling me that thoughts are natural, 
a way of cleansing the soul. 


| lift up my face and ask for more glittering raindrops. 
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Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 
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You are the body 

| am the conscience. 

You are the embellishment 
| am the adhesive 

You are visible, admired 


lam the forefended, inviolable 
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You are out in the world 

| am to stand at the window. 

You decide to show what | will see 
And what | make of it dies with me 
You can explode with rage 

| must be the voice of peace and calm 
You decide what, when, how to give 


lam but a waiting, passive, receiver... 


You are the man 

And the earlier version of you 
Were the lucky ones 

For what you brought to the table 
Endowed entitlement. 

But now you are required 

To have a conscience 


Balance the feminine 


254 


| am/is the woman 

Vulnerable then and now 

| hear women barking in an attempt 
To be seen, heard, acknowledged, 
Woman bring what they are 

To the table too these days 

And expect shared conscience 
Equality in everything... 

Women fiercely aspire 

To be the body too and not some 
Unknown, unseen, intangible 
Useless conscience. 

Because what doesn't show 

Or have a price tag 


Has little or no value today. 


| can imagine what life must be 


For you these days dear man. 
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Without an ounce of conscience 
To balance you out. 
No feminine to compensate even. 


The world is going crazy.... 


But you, my man are a lucky bastard 
In this mad, bad world 

And will remain so 

As long as | am feminine 

Till my soul takes on 

Another gender role... 

You get to be the body 


lam the conscience. 
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Panjami Anand: Greetings, | am but a speck in the world, 
aspiring to be as aware and genuine as possible. My poems 
are fragments of my soul. Thank you for running your palms 
through them. 
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RAINBOW SPEAKS 


Nature is my weakness, strength as well, 
my passion, my mentor and my love. 
Seeing the rainbow 

endless queries swarm in my mind 

like honeybees in a beehive 


Is ita circle or an arc? 


Is it part of a circle without a beginning 
and without an end? 
Or is it that we can’t make out 


where it begins or where it ends? 
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If itis an arc, does it tell us 
to bend at times 
to grab attention and win hearts 


like the multi-coloured arc? 


If itis a circle, maybe it tells us 
life is cyclic and soul is immortal. 
It appears only in the rain-washed sky 


as if to preach lessons of grace. 


May be the various hues tell us 

life is to live and celebrate with love and gaiety. 
Colours that fade into one another 

teach us, though we are individuals, unique, 
better to shed our identity in a group 


for show of unity and definite success. 
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We are like hues in the rainbow, 
all different, yet converged in one, 


in colour, contours and convictions 


a confluence that brings eternal joy. 


Pankajam: She is a bilingual poet and novelist and an 
author or more than 30 books. Her poems, book reviews, 
short stories and articles have been published in many 
national/international journals and anthologies. One of her 
poetry collections has been translated into French. Three 
books on literary criticism discuss her works in detail. A 
book of critical essays and research papers on her poem 
titled, “Poetic Oeuvre of K Pankajam’ has also been 
published. She is the recipient of many awards. 
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pic by Abizit Dutta 


SILENCE 

The calm waters glistening bright. 

The sunset hues, the beautiful light. 

All still, quiet and tranquil. 

Nothing moves, a silence trail. 

The crane standing all alone for long. 

Its grace adding to the scene, a happy song. 
The silhouettes of the bushes behind. 


Nature beautifully woven, silence one of a kind. 
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Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am Dr. Paramita Mukherjee 
Mullick from Mumbai, India. | am a scientist transformed 
into a poet. | have eight books to my credit. My poems 
have been widely published in national and international 
journals and anthologies. Some of my poems have been 
translated into 39 languages. | have started and am the 
President of the Mumbai Chapter of the Intercultural 
Poetry and Performance Library (IPPL). | am also the 
Cultural Convenor and Literary Coordinator (West India) of 
the International Society for Intercultural Studies and 
Research (ISISAR). | passionately promote peace poetry, 
multilingual poetry, global poetry and indigenous poetry. 
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www.jagran.com 


| celebrate the Shakthi 
| am Shakthi 

lam Shivam 
feminine in me 
celebrates the Moon 
caring 

providing 

cleaning 


cooking 
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going out for others 
Nurturing 

Trees, birds and animals 
journeying to the horizon 
intimate personal journeys 


ecstasy into the unexplored regions 


| celebrate My Body 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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Life is nothing but a fruit salad. 
An orange here and an apple there; 


Life is nothing but a fruit salad. 


You got the kiwi and the blood red pome? 
Let me add some cashews 

And a dash of honey. 

Sprinkle some sugar 

And mix the berries; 


I'll be back in a minute 
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So you guys get going. 


Life is nothing but a fruit salad. 


Almonds anyone? 

Don't forget the grapes! 
Also the melon 

And the home made sauce! 
Finish the dressing, 

I'll be back! 


Life is nothing but a fruit salad. 


A fruit vendor rushed 

And dashed her bike 

Off went his mangoes and her polythene bag 
Squashed fruits on the hot summer road 


Life is nothing but a fruit salad. 
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Prabha Prakash: | am a poet based in Kerala. | am a 
Chartered Accountant and work as Assistant Manager with 
EY. My first poetry collection ‘Lost Monsoon’ was published 
by Writers Workshop, Kolkata in 2018. | have been selected 
for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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GOD SAVES HUMANITY 
Forgive me friends, 
| can’t write a poem even on peace. 


Peace is an extinct species these days nowhere to be seen. 


| see mercenaries and warmongers everywhere and 
everybody love a good war! 


War is a commercial proposition, a game to the capitalist 
world. Mercenaries are hired and war reduced to a sport! 


Only the sensitive common men suffer the most with 
patriotic feelings. 
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Chopped off, decimated body parts, mass exodus, burial, 
debris are the logical outcome. 


In the world map, countries are seen tangential but at 
loggerheads with one another. 


“Be prepared for war, if you want peace,” the saying goes, 
and countries are stockpiling tanks, nuclear bombs fighter 
jets. 


We human beings are selfish. 


By surrendering our self-interests we have formed states. 
Nations of collective minds, so that we will be rational. 


But diplomacy too is based on self-interest axiom! 


We are reduced to animals, might is right the age-old 
principle. 


God saves the nation and humanity. 
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Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Prahallad Kumar Satpathy, who 
hails from Odisha (India), is a bilingual poet writing both in 
Odia and English. He is a retired Associate Professor of 
Economics. To his credit, he has four published anthologies 
in Odia language. His poems are published in many national 
and international journals. Twice he has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as an honorary member. 
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https://wallpaperaccess.com/lata-mangeshkar 


The triller has fallen silent, 

God has recalled her to His abode, 

To energise the heavens with her mellifluous notes, 
Her voice keeps reverberating in each of her fan’s soul, 
Soothing ruffled feathers, 

Calming tremulous minds, 

Giving hope to the saddened hearts, 

Lulling to peaceful sleep, insomniacs, 

Let us mindfully hear each song of hers, 


She has added more weightage to the writer’s words, 
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She has refined the composer’s melody, 
She has sung each song with her whole heart and mind, 


She has polished each piece of music, each word of the 
lyricist, 


Making them sparkle diamond like, 

In woven gold, 

All the nine ‘rasas’ got equal importance, 
She could sing anything and everything! 
Language too, no barrier! 

Her magic has been in time frozen, 

To be availed of again and again, 


For all eternity. 
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Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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www.hikerwolf.com 
MATHERAN, 11TH DECEMBER 2011 


They passed me by on horses in Matheran— 
their eyes locked into each other, 

unmindful of the sais leading them on 

or the gilt-edged sunrise drowning them slowly, 


or the bee-eaters darting, or even the macaques 
quarrelling. 
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But | wonder where they're headed 


—to an elopement, a temple wedding, a souring 


marriage, a custody dispute, a cathartic divorce? 


—to an engagement, a wedding with sangeet and 


mehndi, school fees, wilting outside consulates, 


an empty nest, a twilight of babysitting? 


—to a break up, new relationships, nostalgia, 


regrets and a fading away into Alzheimer's? 


Or will they just go back, eyes looking ahead 


at careers, salaries, taxes, 


3 BHK flats, Euro III compliant cars, 


always some few days away in a broad noon 
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that starlight having dimmed. 


| cannot quite say. They've gone out of sight; 
a group of boisterous boys arrives, 

in their train—another dozen thoughts. 

| can't keep thinking all the time—so | 

look back into my camera, 


hunting paradise flycatchers with my viewfinder. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: Raamesh Gowri Raghavan is a 
Thane-based epigraphist, historian, copywriter and poet. 
He has been published in several anthologies and 
magazines. He is the editor of Narrow Road Literary 
Journal, a e-zine of poetry, haibun and flash fiction. 
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www.indianexpress.com 
AFTER SPELL NOT SALIENT 
After a dry spell of meticulous shut down, 
be it market, or throbbing real estate, 


green vegetation or cloth emporium colorful, 


housekeeping in multi-storied, 


supermarkets and insurance, 


mega meetings and cheering birthday 


277 


greetings in large gatherings 
where heart dipped in cards 


are forbidden merciless; 


a silence untoward, a necessity 
order to be obeyed and not violated; 


roads in absolute silence 


where bikes and heavy vehicles 
don’t ply which is grouse for all, 


matter of discomfort touching isolation; 


a breath and breathing ever, 


now a void leaving all in quandary, 


with a question, how long, how far, 
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only birds and pecks on trees, 
with a whistle and whimper 


of loneliness on streets, 


insurmountable, yet cawing, 
freedom on their wings 


to move on empty roads; 


poet from his accustomed window 


records all these desperate moves, 


in despicable times and stress. 


Sure a salient dawn is ahead 


With busy moves and movements. 
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Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


Her blogs: 
pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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A DREAM FULFILLED 


This photo shows my parents, Moonsamy Isaac Govender 
and Visalatchee Ammal Nair, in clothes they hardly ever 
wore. | remember them more often than not in simple 
working clothes: my father in an old pair of trousers and 
shirt going to a factory making items of tin, or tending to 
the vegetables in the garden on the weekend; my mother 
in a simple cotton sari going about her household chores. 


| can only conjecture that on this day they had gone into 
town for a grand occasion such as a wedding, and took the 
Opportunity to visit a studio where they had this photo 
taken. 
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My parents’ ancestors were brought from the Madras 
Presidency to the British Colony of Natal on the eastern 
shoreline of the Indian ocean (now the province of 
KwaZulu-Natal, South Africa), under the system of 
indenture in the late nineteenth and early twentieth 
centuries. 


The majority of people who left India were simple villagers. 
While some of these people ventured into an unknown 
land to escape the desperate conditions that they endured 
in the motherland, it would also be true to say that some 
left because they were led to believe that the colony was “a 
land of milk and honey”. 


The majority of Indians who first came to the colony 
worked as indentured labourers in the sugarcane fields, but 
others were indentured as _ coal miners, railway 
construction workers, workers in wattle plantations, and as 
domestic servants, cooks and waiters. 


Having endured the horrors of a long journey across the 
sea, the indentured Indians arrived in the colony only to 
realise that it was not the promised land. 


Still, they persevered under many hardships; and then, 
when free of indenture, they endured the inhumanity of 
apartheid. 
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Both my parents had only a rudimentary formal education, 
and | chose to interpret my father's touching the books on 
the table in this photo as symbolic of his belief that 
education was the way to a better life. 


Today, most of my parents’ descendants, down to the third 
and fourth generation, are highly educated professionals 
and entrepreneurs, testimony to my humble parents’ 
unselfish visionary belief in formal education. 


Raj Isaac: | am a retired educator who specialized in the 
teaching of English up to the tertiary level. | reside in 
Durban, South Africa and have had my writings featured in 
various local publications. | have self-published two books — 
a family history and a collection of short stories and flash 
fiction. My writing journey is recorded in my Facebook 
page, “The stories | write”. 


https://www.facebook.com/Raj.M.lsaac 
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NOTHING 

People like to tell 

their stories from the beginning. 
This story begins towards 

the middle. It’s an old 
technique, proven, not cheap. 

| will take a leap 

of twenty years 

from the beginning 


of my life, or, call it forty 
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from the end, whichever you like. 
A sum of twenty nothings, 

added to forty more, still 

can reach only the score 

of three scores, nothing. 


That’s me. 


ES 
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Rajnish Mishra: Rajnish Mishra is a poet, writer, translator 


and blogger born and brought up in Varanasi, India and 


now in exile from his city. His work originates at the point 


of intersection between his psyche and his city. He edits 


PPP Ezine and writes at: 


https://rajnishmishravns.wordpress.com 
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Image: Suvajit Dey. 


LET US TALK IN SILENCE 

I'm your better half, a woman of 
Substance; | live in cities, and 

Fly like a bird in an open sky 

Of my own making; I've broken 

The chains of bondage paralysing me 
For the generations gone by; yes, 


I've smashed the glass ceilings of 
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Every kind; I'm the undisputed master of 
My own body, my mind and 
My thought process; I'm enjoying the 


Heady fragrance of my freedom unlimited; 


But you are still imprisoned in the 
Defined peripheries of your village homes, 
Enchained in the rough and tough 
Traditions of yore; your range of 
Freedom extends from home to open 
Fields, and ends safely at the threshold 
Of your husband's place; you lack in 
Education and awareness, so much so, 
That the whole planet is a tiny 

Dot on the narrow vision of your 
Mental horizon; come on, my darling, 
My other half! You have to rise 


Like oceanic waves to cross the barriers 
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Of time and space; you have to 
Cry for moon, and make endeavours to 


Reach the shining stars; you really deserve to live and 
relive, 


The enchanting moments of unending ecstasy. 


Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is cCurrently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 


Lucknow University. He has got two collections of poems 
titled ‘Moon is Black’ and ‘Circle Of Life’. He also has one 
collection of Hindi poems. His English poems have found 
place in different poetry journals and newspapers’ literary 
supplements. He also has authored two books on Law. 
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SAVE THE WHITE DOVE 

At daybreak 

| look up at the sky— 

A myriad of colours mesmerize me: 
Crimson, magenta, sienna! 

But soon my happiness fizzles out 
Like tiny drops of water 


On hot, sweltering sand! 
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| think of man— 

How in his greed to gain power 
He has blasted peace, beauty 
And harmony of the earth-- 


God's carefully crafted creation! 


Feeling an exhilaration 

From flying high into the sky 

Like hapless Icarus with wings 

Fixed with wax fragile— 

Forgetting the warning shots of nature, 
Ignoring the tears of humanity, 

We have begun our plummet 


Into a sea of destruction. 


War, genocide, bloodshed, 


Atrocities and the resulting traumas— 


Mental, physical, and emotional! 
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Peace is seeking shelter: 
Restless amid violence! 
Stop! Stop the futile March 
And save the blue planet 
From morphing into 


The red planet Mars! 


Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Sinha is an eminent poet, 
author, and retired Professor of English (S.B. City College) 
residing in Nagpur. Her poems from her collection, ‘Scents 
and Shadows’ are part of post-graduate university syllabus 
of English. She has received a number of awards for her 
contribution to poetry that includes a commendation from 
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the former President of India, A.P.J.Abdul Kalam for her 
poem ‘Mother Nature’ contained in her collection ‘Spring 
Zone’. Her poems have been translated into a number of 
foreign languages. She has authored and published 09 
books in different genres and 50 research papers. She is 
associated with many international poetry organizations. 
She is one of the editors of Our Poetry Archive. She writes 
in Hindi, too. 
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SHE AND I—CONSONANCE IN DISSONANCE 
She and |; We resorted to silence again 

We do this whenever we are not in sync 
Now, again we revert to our usual quietude 
| know as much as she always does 

That silence is not always the bridge 

Would we break the shackles this time? 
The dark blue waters of the deep river 
Draws our grateful gaze this twilight time 
We slip inexorably into a profound reverie. 


As if this trail of our meditation is closing in 
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| raise my head and address a questioning word 
To my beloved companion, my partner in life. 
For a while, | think she does not hear me. 

She continues to stare across the river 

Which reflects the last red rays of sunset. 

As the twilight hour beats a benign retreat 

We watch the great orb diffusing fading colour 
Before making its rapid disappearance from the sky. 
This stillness in peace is indescribable. 

All nature, dumb at the lovely sight 

Seems to have come to a momentary rest. 

My heart drinks in the superb peace. 

Once more | glance expectantly at her. 


Her figure now wrapped in the shroud of fast gathering 
dusk. 


We continue to sit quietly, in dead silence 
Until the sun slips suddenly into black night. 
She then rises and quietly leads me, holding my hand 


Our walk terminates in clearing the hiatus 
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Our minds glimmer in thousand points of light. 


In such peace do we get ready for the next round! 


Ravi Ranganathan: He is a writer, Poet and critic. He is also 
retired banker settled in Chennai. He has to his credit three 
books of poems: Lyrics Of Life; Blade Of Green Grass; and 
Of Cloudless Climes. He revels in writing his thought- 
provoking short poems called ‘Myku’. He loves to write on 
Nature, Life and the human mind. His poems are featured 
regularly in many anthologies. He has won many awards for 
his poetry, including recognition in ‘Poiesis Award For 
Excellence’ of Poiesisonline, Sahitya Gaurav Award by 
Literati Cosmos Society, Mathura, and ‘Master Of Creative 
Impulse Award’ by Philosophyque Poetica. He contributes 
poems and articles regularly for monthly webzine ‘Literary 
Vibes’ and monthly e-magazine Glomag and the biannual 
‘Metverse’. He is the Treasurer of Chennai Poets’ Circle. 
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CITY ANONYMITY 

My city screeches past, | watch it flee 

the yellow gold pouring sans mercy 

Red signboards welcome the chicken giants 

Old arches recoil into memories 

Chair grabbers grin, pasted on disfigured walls 
Ayyankali and Akkamma Cherian gleam sweatlessly 
fanned by the door-banging beasts swaying past 


sweeping unsuspecting footpath walkers into overextended 
bellies 


vomiting them at the next stop if they protest too much 


A man atop a coconut tree argues 
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loud enough to be heard across the zoo 
Below him drivers hoot incessantly 

with falling nuts on their minds 

Cables and wires like crossword squares 
divide the remaining bits of blue 

Broken pipes, garbage and muddy saucers- 
all skipped over-This is a city in a hurry 
where thousands of eyeballs spin like tops 
yet see only what they lack 

No one must stop here and just be 

except the old sea hawk surrounded by the shrubbery 
A part of a child’s holiday delight 

like the grave giraffes behind mossy walls 
Fools like me remember the calm 

before the coming of these raucous storms 
grateful still for the konna showers 


that a dusty tree condescends to drop on me 
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wondering if | belonged here or anywhere ever 


or if there is a tangible place called home somewhere? 


Reena Prasad: Reena R's poems have been published in 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Glomag, Duane’s Poe Tree, Mad 
Swirl, etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s Poet of the 
year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
in the ‘World Union Of Poet’s’ poetry competition, 2016 
and won an award for poetry in 2016 As ‘You Like It 
International Poetry Contest’, commemorating the 400th 
anniversary of Shakespeare. She won the Reuel 
International Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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ABANDONED 
abandoned, 
lying in rooms 


reeking pungent disinfectant 
abandoned, 
numb in wooden chairs 


staring endlessly down empty corridors 


hear them weakly drowning? 


the vacuum suctioning? 
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are we sometimes are not restless, 


confused with the terminal unbroken silence? 


abandoned, 
lying in rooms 
placidly complying, 
hands turned to festered flesh 
hands forcing fluids into rigid mouths 
fingers prying open cemented jaws, 
joints, 
machines now stimulating any impulse 
from their sluggish spiritless nerve network, 
where messages implode 
into lingering pain, 


then slink back into desolation 
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Robert Feldman: Born in Paterson, New Jersey, Robert was 
inspired by members of Paterson’s literary tradition, 
notably Allen Ginsberg and William Carlos Williams. Later, 
living in St. Louis, he organized poetry readings, produced 
and hosted a community-issues news hour and a biweekly 
bebop jazz radio program on KDNA-FM. After relocating to 
Bisbee, Arizona, Robert was instrumental in publishing 
some of Arizona’s most influential writers and in 1980 and 
collaborating with Lawrence Ferlinghetti’s “Mule Mountain 
Dreams”. Robert now resides in Tucson, continuing to 
write, paint, and play tabla, besides actively publishing his 
work for selected poetry magazines as well as his own 
collections. 
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DOTTING FATHER 

Papa Legba haemorrhoids for Papa Hemingway 

haters littering the streets with flatulent tin can opinions 
and his last letter from butt sweat central 

claimed he was “a dotting father” which made me 

think he was drawing dots on the foreheads of his children 
or that he had become some Seurat pointillist 

centuries after the fact which sat with me just fine, 


sometimes for many hours, over a can of Hereford 
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corned beef mixed in a bed of mustard so that everything 


looked yellow, even the medal of honor. 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. He enjoys 
listening to the blues and cruising down the TransCanada in 
his big blacked out truck. 
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THE TOY BOX 

In the corner of the storeroom, 

On the bottom rack, at the back, 

Is a sizable collection of a childhood 
Overflowing from a cardboard box, 


Barely covered by a dusty old cloth 


They are remnants of years long gone, 


Of memories made and giggles shared, 


Sepia-tinted days come to mind— 
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A broken-limb(-ed dolly), a missing piece of LEGO, 


When did they get shelved away? 


A doll lay in it, hair dusty and badly chopped, 

A puzzle box filled with pieces from here and there, 
Building blocks of all sizes, small-large-medium, 
Two skipping ropes, irreversibly knitted, 


A teddy bear with an ear missing. 


In the corner of my storeroom, 

On the bottom rack, at the back, 

Is a sizable collection from my childhood 
Overflowing from a cardboard box, 


Now uncovered for whoever comes next. 
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Samixa Bajaj: | am a high-school student from Guwahati, 
Assam. | love reading, writing, dancing and sketching in my 
free time. | am also learning the guitar and would like to 
learn other instruments too. Besides being a regular 
contributor to GloMag (thank you Glory Aunty!) | also 
contribute to my school magazine every year. 
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GAMBLE WITH TIME 

Yesterday what was, is today just memories 
Beneath the starry night skies, 

| stand in solitude, tears pricking my lashes 

| wonder yet again about the irony of life 

Beneath the perpetual smile | always wear 

Is a tsunami of emotions threatening to drown me 


| don't know since how long I've been hanging on 
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By a single thread, 

Dangling at the very edge of the cliff 

Playing this gamble with Time 

As | lose my white pieces to Koronos' black ones 
Silently laying epitaphs on dreams long since lost 
Love long withered 

And grief ever pervading... 

It's life and | don't have a choice 

But to dance to those invisible strings 

And keep playing the gamble with Time 

Simply hoping that one day it's me ho gets to say 


"Check and Mate"... 
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Samrudhi Dash: | am aé_ poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
| write under the pseudonym “Inara”. Along with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international 
e-zines and magazines, | have published till date five solo 
poetry anthologies and three novels and conceptualised 
and edited four anthologies of different genres. | have 
completed my Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal 
Nehru University, New Delhi, and apart from writing and 
poetry, my other hobbies include crafting, painting and 
photography. My signature words are "Hope, Live, Believe". 
My third novel “Letters from A Stranger - A Life Changing 
Map” is available as an e-book on Amazon Kindle and 
figured in the Amazon Bestseller List at Rank 10 in 2021. 
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Pic by Sangita Kalarickal 


LEAVES VISIT THROUGH THE SKYLIGHT 
Seasons flow through the skylight. The clouds drift on by. 
Life. 


Hailstones sometimes pea sized, sometimes pebble, pelt 
down the roof. 


Watch. 


Snowflakes, thick, soft and cold settle, layer upon miniscule 
layer until it is 3 inches thick. 


Silence. 
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The sunlight barely filters through the thick blanket. Unlike 
the summer when we make an oven in a room. 


Contrast. 


The leaves have left, as winter approaches. One by a 
measly one falling away 


Depths. 


They are dead and they are not. They talk. Like the others 
that are. 


Listen. 
When the leaves fall, | am most heartbroken. 


For they sing to me songs of warm weathers and red 
flowers 


Longing. 


Fall, so resplendent, yet ... the summer far behind is racing 
farther every moment. 


Though spring is not far behind, it is the winter | dread 
Pathos. 
For that is just when wrinkles begin to appear, 


and dark hair turns to snow. 
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Sangita Kalarickal: She has been, since childhood, 
wordsmithing and honing her craft in the forms of poetry 
and fiction. Her fiction and poems have been published in 
several e-magazines, and anthologies. Currently, Sangita 
spends much of her free time sharpening skills in her latest 
obsession, haiku. Ever since she embarked on her journey 
as a hajin, mid 2021, her haiku has been published in 
several haiku journals. She utilizes her left brain at her day 
job in technology. Dr. Kalarickal lives in Minnesota, USA, 
with her husband, kid, and her garden, which she shares 
with wildlife, sometimes happily. 
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WOMEN 

Save the girl child from any harm 
As one day they will prove. 

their worth. 

Why is the girl fetus destroyed 
before they could enjoy 

this beautiful world? 

Even parents destroy the fetus 
with no mercy at all. 


Stop gender determinations. 
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This can save a girl child. 
Educate them in good schools. 
Provide them free books 

and tutors if they are poor. 
They will shine like diamonds 
in the sky, and once studies 
are over they may lead the 
Nation better than our 
corrupt leaders making money 
at the cost of the poor. 

Once a women power comes 
into force surely things will be 
better than today and they 


will make sure no hungry stomachs are seen and no girls 
are targeted by evil men. 


Now kindly stop the gender 
discrimination and save the 
girl children at all cost. 


If this is not practiced today 
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There will be no girls in the 


world for reproduction. 


Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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What a wonder 

Is a life full of colour 

Look around for pink 

When you see that flower, blink 

When your eyes open again they see the orange 
A colour of fall, not so strange. 

Look around and feel the yellow sunshine 

Feel the pleasant weather, so fine 

Move ahead see the blue lake 


A beautiful bank side to wake 
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Look into the musty brown well 


Breathe in the Mother Nature's smell! 


Sara Bubber: Sara is a storyteller, writer, poet and an 
Animal communicator. She works as a content writer at 
Heartyculture Wellness. Sara spends time with books, her 
pets and her indie friends in the area! She is a fan of 
Bollywood over Hollywood and less known hindi series! 
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WHIRLING PRANA 
Instinctual movement 


is what holds this orbit together 


Wind-blown aura 


spontaneous action 


Wherever the moment is centered 


| will find 


318 


and feel you there 


like a crazed disciple 


and, Lord, we shall dance 


as if the truth’s been told 


Scott Thomas Outlar: Scott Thomas Outlar lives and writes 
in the suburbs outside of Atlanta, Georgia. His work has 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
He guest-edited the Hope Anthology of Poetry from 
CultureCult Press as well as the 2019, 2020, and 2021 
Western Voices editions of Setu Mag. He has been a weekly 
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contributor at Dissident Voice for the past seven years. 
Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Azerbaijani, Bengali, Dutch, French, 
Hindi, Italian, Kurdish, Malayalam, Persian, Serbian, and 
Spanish. His seventh book, Evermore, was written along 
with coauthor Mihaela Melnic and released in 2021. More 
about Outlar's work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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BLUNT REALITY 


as the lights glitter 
and the crackers blast 
the aroma from the savories 
brings back nostalgic memories 
the happy days | recollect... 
yet the loss of loved ones 
the hurtful past 


the tears | had shed 
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the dead colorless past 
revives again, killing all colors 
Again, | roll back into my shell 
fearing celebrations are a folly 


when the world is full of agony. 


Shalini Samuel: She comes from a little village in 
Kanyakumari. She works as a content writer at Kai 
Marketing. She loves to write as it gives her more peace. 
Author of three poetry collections she thinks poetry is a 
beautiful form of art, where the poet writes out his/her 
deeper mind and the reader gets a glimpse of it. 
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BLACK STRAWBERRY 

Life is not all sweet and red as a Strawberry 
Full of ups and downs and not always merry 
Man wins with steadfast and a bright smile 


Know this and you will not face a sour Sherry 


The road of life is long and many a mile 


One is tested to the limit, often every hard mile 
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Complacent you be along the road; your own peril 


It is fraught with danger; to wipe your smile 


A Strawberry, sweet and red, soft at will 
Don’t be caught out often with a sour, still 
It’s a plant often mistaken for a weed 


So are some people and events at will 


It is a fruit grown out of a crawling weed 
Bright red colour hides the taste and seed 
It can be acidic, just like life can be 


A black Strawberry with acid and seed 


Life is not all sweet and red like a strawberry 
It has acid and black seeds of constant worry 
It is the life we are born into, no choice; 


It’s mix of sweet and sour; a Black Strawberry. 
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Shankar N Kashyap: | am an artist - author, poet and 
painter residing in Newcastle upon Tyne, UK. | am a 
Consultant Orthopaedic Surgeon. | have contributed to 
various anthologies, both National and International. | have 
also published 8 books so far including Medicolegal, 
Historical, Thriller as well as books on Poetry. | was 
declared “Author of the Year” on consecutive years 2017 
and 2018. 
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GOING BACK IN TIME 

A watt of fresh breeze 
Blowing over hill and dale 
Friends remaining the same 
Over centuries in a state 


Gone back in time 


Memories, gushing forth 


Are they for real 


In a periodic state of mind 
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Beautifully refreshing 


In their oneness 


Soulful, but scintillating moments 
Captured in a capsule of time 
Happiness, overwhelming 
Nevertheless completely 


Soul redeeming 
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Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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DESTINY 

That night | thought | dreamt, 

or was it real, the night went black, 
the moon seemed pale, 


the road so flowed with cheery folk. 


| turned a corner, and they faded. 


| stumbled and | froze, 
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found a gun to my face. 


Grim eyes snapped ire. 


Danger painted targets on my face. 
Sobbing, my hands in the air, 
| nodded dumbly, yielding; 


a wretched victim every month! 


Born to sow my words 
with regular precision. 
“Your verse in five days!” she growled. 


Fearful, | bowed, trusting my poetic destiny. 


330 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar Varma 
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SOMEONE LOVES ME TOO 

| wished for someone who would love me 

| wished for someone who would circle my feet 

| wished for someone who would wait eagerly for me 


| wished for someone who would just accept me for my 
imperfections. 


God made the perfect one for me, 


He is tall, fair, cute yet handsome 
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He has the innocence and playfulness of a child 


He has the most wonderful soul. 


| can call him by any name 
Fatty, potato, darling or a cutie 
| say “I love you” to him thousand times a day 


He poses for all my selfies with no complaints. 


Yes, |am talking about my favourite boy 
His name is Doodles 
He chose me and for him | am his world 


To the rest of the world, he is just an ordinary rabbit. 
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Shreya Suraj: | am a mathematician, artist, photographer, 
and an environmentalist. | am the Founder of an art group 
called Anybody Can Draw on Facebook which has more 
than 6000 members from all over the world. | am also a 
volunteer in various environmental organisations that 
organise beach clean-ups and tree planting. | have taken 
part in more than 190 beach clean-ups in Qatar and 
conducted more than 100 art workshops online and offline 
all over the world. | believe there is only one Earth, so we 
all must do what we can to create a better world for the 
future generations. 
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A RUBBER WATER-PIPE 
lam a dead, rubber water-pipe. 


Yet, the Elixir of Life, flows through me! 


The flow of my waters is—sometimes smooth, 
sometimes jerky 
sometimes just a trickle and 


sometimes a bit murky! 
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My waters gush and they glide 
moving and meandering in delight— 
touching the lively grasses and 


the shrivelled up soils alike! 


Just 

one soft touch to the Mother Earth 
and she springs forth in delight! 
The aroma of the wet Earth 


and the buzzing bees begin their flight! 


The gardener's face lightens up 
and the farmer's face brightens up— 
gleeful kids hop around 


as the trees sway mighty and proud! 


Thus 


Sprouting Life at every step 
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| go my way rejoicing — 
MAN! Thou are more alive than me 


Then say—why doesn't Love flow freely from thee??? 
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Sindhu Rana: | am a poet and writer residing in Jalandhar, 
Punjab (India). | have contributed to various leading 
newspapers n journals; e-zines and anthologies. | am a 
script writer and voice-over artist for documentaries. 
However, reading and writing remains my first love. 
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BEFORE YOU LEAVE 

Before you leave 

live in your dreams for a while. 
Before you become yesterday, 
have your day today 

Before it is all over, 

have your moments 


One after the other. 


How can be death 


when there is life? 
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Death is nothing but 

absence of life. 

Look around 

it is not death but life everywhere 
bubbling with vitality and vivacity 
you are the lone one silently languishing 
Make things happen. 

Create your own moments 

waiting for these instead 

Let minutes and hours count 

rather waiting silently 

For an unceremonious doom. 
Moments of life are more gratifying 
than thousands of deaths. 


Live till the very end 


Let life, not death rule the game. 


Let hope, not despair be the way. 
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Let the sun come out 
from behind the cloudy sky. 


Let us celebrate life 


before we die 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, O.F.S, 
son of Raj Kishore and Shantilata Mohanty, is from 
Padmapur, Jagatsingpur, Odisha. He is a multilingual poet, 
essayist and writer whose write-ups are published in his 
own anthologies, newspapers and in more than two 
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hundred national and international magazines, journals and 
anthologies which are widely acclaimed across the world. 
He writes extensively on life and its intricacies. His 
collection of poems 'A LOOK AT LIFE, SOMETHING | LOOK 
AT, A LOOK, THE RIVULET, THINK ONCE MORE, THE 
JOURNEY, AU THARE, AU EKA GAPA, SROTASWINI, JATRA, 
are published in his blogs. 


smrutiweb.wordpress.com 
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THE TOMB 


Enshrined among the many edifices of historical 
Murshidabad, 


Stands a tomb, witness to rare justice administered by a 
Nawab to his beloved daughter, 


Her shrinking health, cadaverous in youth, 


Shocked by the rhetoric of diabolical conspiracy by the 
court Hakim, 


Of loss and bereavement, of pain and suffering, a life for a 
life, being too grieved to question the rationale, 


To save the life of his beloved daughter. 


Whisperings of children vanishing from home and hearth, 
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Found mutilated, their bodies carved and livers missing, 
the workings of a depraved and demented mind. 


Whilst the frail princess emanated, pink were her cheeks as 
if she had been drinking aphrodisiac. 


The Nawab now aged, misery marked his forehead with 
lines, praying only for merciful death and peace, 


Sleepless, as he felt the angst, listened to the muffled cries 
of the missing children, 


Whilst speaking in a hoarse strangled voice, shutting his 
piercing ears to the quest for justice, 


The truant discovered with lacerations, which even cringed 
hardened hearts. 


The beautiful princess found guilty after a public trial, 


Where therapeutics had been replaced by a craving and 
ritual, 


Condemned by her father and husband, haunted by the 
moans of progenitors, 


Led away in chains and, 
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Entombed in the ornate mausoleum, decorated with rich 
carvings, placed under a public pathway, 


A tale enfolded, the dust of the tourists falling on her 
sepulchre, 


Perhaps to emphasize that justice was delayed but not 
denied. 


Murshidabad: a historical city in the Indian State of West 
Bengal 


Nawab: A Viceroy who held the sovereignty of the 
emperor 


Hakim: A wise man or physician 
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Someeta Das: She is a retired professor of the English Dept. 
with twenty-eight of teaching experience from Maharaja 
Manindra College, Kolkata. She is interested in writing 
poems, short stories and travel narratives and has 
published in Glomag, Setu, Woman's era, The Statesman 
and a number of e-zines. 
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A trek, 

a journey 

into the void 

with no limits 

where right or left, up or down, when or then mean little, 
moving from nowhere to nowhere 

through a blurry vagueness 

that returns to haunt 


with a feeling of deja vu. 
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Sri N Srivatsa: | was born and brought up in Madras of yore 
and moved to New Delhi in 1978. | am a Physics graduate 
who spent more time dabbling in fine arts before a career 
in banking. | have been singing with the Madras Youth 
Choir for almost half a century. | worked both behind and 
on-stage in Tamil, English and Hindi productions of 
Arangam, Yatrik and Madras Players. | have been pursuing 
translation of good poetry from Tamil to English and vice 
versa plus a few in Hindi as a passion. Over the years, my 
poetry has been featured on television, various magazines 
and in an anthology of poems for children. Four volumes of 
Tamil poems, including two this year, by four different 
poets translated by “moi’s have been published. 
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“Piano Room” painting Copyright © 2005 Lincoln Seligman 
IN MY DARKEST DAYS 
In my darkest days 
broken by the weight of the world 
my thoughts like frantic songbirds 
trying to escape my head become cage 
wild mood swings 
manic or depressed or intoxicated 
the hammered keys rise and fall 


the saddest strings gently sound 
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alone | compose 

feeling so hollow so cold inside 

the voices the delusions the hallucinations 

my discordant echoes 

the music of madness 

where angels and demons clash 

a symphony of shadows dance on sanitized floors 
they speak through you about you 

cognizant of my disease 

of this gift and curse 

a divine punishment 

my last love my first sorrow 

still lost in the darkness of her hair eyes skin and soul 
| embrace my eternal suffering instead of her 

my world as black and white as a grand piano’s keys 
as manic as sad as a Robert Schumann composition 


as cold as empty as soulless as an insane asylum ~ 
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Stefan Bohdan: Stefan Bohdan lives in Orlando, Florida 
USA. He is retired from the 
architectural/engineering/construction world. He now 
spends his time writing poems and novels. His English 
poems have been published in multiple books, anthologies, 
journals, newspapers, e-zines and translated into many 
languages. He also writes reviews for poetry books. He is 
internationally published and has collaborated with poets, 
translators and artists from around the world. He is the 
founder of Third Eye Butterfly Press. 
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TEARDROPS 

(An acrostic) 

T Transparency unveiled 

E Emotions are unconcealed 

A As catharsis to the withered being 
R Reasons - profound and varied 

D Death, Disease, Disaster 

R Reflecting latent disgust and grief 
O Oizys lends misery and anxiety 

P Pervading in every nook and corner 


S Self-pity is not a luxury! 
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DAWN 

With tranquility at its peak, 

The veil of darkness is gradually unfolded, 

To usher new hopes, new aspirations 

The rooster shrieks to awaken the sleepy globe 

And ebony trees drink in dewy drops 

As | wake up to welcome the cheery morning 

Soft breeze from the open window gently kisses my face 
The mug of coffee becomes my morning pal 


And | seek for the pleasures and possibilities of the day 
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Before the monotonous, daily chores begin 


The beautiful Dawn gladdens my heart! 


Staffy Bhateja (Steffi): She is a 29-year-old poet hailing 
from The City Beautiful Chandigarh. She has completed her 
Masters in English Literature from MCM DAV College, 
affiliated to Panjab University, Chandigarh, and is currently 
pursuing Masters in Philosophy at the University's main 
campus. Poetry and painting are two of her biggest 
passions. As a writer, she has taken part in numerous 
anthologies under various publishing houses and has solely 
edited a book titled "Catharsis" under the Impish Lass 
Publishing House. She believes in the words of George R R 
Martin that a reader lives a thousand lives before he dies 
and the man who never reads lives only one. 


353 


UNITED NATIONS 
United nations 
speaking to my sister 
and brother. 

The message 


to love one another. 
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Stephen Goetz: I’m Stephen Goetz, a published poet from 
Lincoln City, Oregon, USA. My poems have appeared in 
online poetry groups. | have received awards from 
Motivational Strips and affiliate groups. I'm a _ regular 
contributor to Glomag online magazine. | have appeared in 
Consecutive poetry anthology books put out by Glomag. 
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ALABASTER 

Shakespearean sonnet format 

There thou liest in a dreamless sleep beloved 
Here | am next to thee holding the vexing knife 
| have carved thee with my soiled hands gloved 


Tis not that | don't love thee but such is life . 


The love that you deviously wrought: unwrought 


Rotting in the dark standstill mantle of matrimonial water 
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Thine wanton pleasures in other's that thou sought 


A treason no less: while thou lie cold, cut in quarters. 


Fortune by accident most strange brought us twain 
Betwixt the chasm and the heaving spitting ocean 
A bridge could never span, all trials went awry and in vain 


Be thou be gone to the hellish fires of the subterranean. 


Thou shalt not ope thine vile lips to impose thine will 


| shalt no more be upon the rack bound by thine currish 
Shrills. 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee's poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Mélange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 
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MIRROR OF TIME 

| am swathed in nostalgia 

swaddled in fond memories 

when i look at the mirror of time 
recount, niceties of gone by while 
those were the days! 

filled with fun and frolic 

vistas of unbridled joys 

how quickly time evanescence! 

from prime of youth to years twilight 


striding past like a wink 
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a gentle blink rather... 


leaving me swooning over endless reveries 


lam not done yet... 

albeit on the wrong side of life 

ready to grab fistful happiness 

indulge in velvety dreams 

let the humming sands under my feet recede 
leaving me agape on the brinks of life 

| will not let the melancholic turn get in 


nor allow my faith and belief to deter and dwindle. 
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Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a poet from Bhubaneswar, 
Odisha. She is a retired banker. She has two published 
poetry anthologies (More than Mere-a bunch of poems and 
Riot of hues, published by Authorspress) to her credit. She 
is a singer and an avid lover of Nature. She regularly 
contributes to anthologies worldwide. 
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BRIDGES TO TOMORROW 

Silently she hummed a constant lament 
undulating on oceans 

reaching shores where 

broken promises leech 

a heaving bosom white 


hugging fossilized bygones 
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waves crash on crags 


breaking the silent conspiracy 


of a forbidden word 

betrayal 

poisoning oceans with spilled secrets. 
Porcupines connect shore to shore 

a bridge that Jesus could have crossed, 


not she. 


Relentless suns beat down 
soak every regret 

drunken clouds loom 
menacingly rising from 
ignited grey horizons 


blanketing thought. 
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She can’t recall what she loved, 
as she blindly crosses bridges 


to tomorrows. 


Sunil Kaushal: Dr. Sunil Kaushal, an awarded author, a 
gynecologist, trilingual writer, translated into French, 
German, and Greek, has been honoured nationally and 
internationally with many awards. The Nissim Award given 
by Nissim Ltd., awarded by The Significant League 
(International); the Enchanting Muse and Fellow of the 
Regal World of Scribes Award, by The Pentasi B Poetree 
Group; Literary Brigadier by StoryMirror; Stickypins 
bestowed her with the title of Quillmaster; the Women 
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Achiever’s Award 2019 by Literoma. Featured in the Limca 
Book of Records as part of the Amravati Poetic Prism 2018. 
Her poems find a place in The Golden Book of World 
Records. Winner at YoAlfaaz. She was awarded Best Lioness 
President, Asia. She is a Gold medalist in Dramatics. Her 
varied interests and hobbies keep her in love with life and 
active at 76, yoga being the fuel. 
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ON HEARING THE MAYAN MUSIC FOR THE FIRST TIME 
The Mayan music 
imported from the Central America 


by Leo Rojas 


dressed for the occasion 


for primarily western audience that 


seek out new notes. 
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A melody played soulfully 
on a pan flute by the Red-Indian-like figure 


shot on the video 


played on the YouTube 


to create and package the exotic Other 


to a particular cultural market hungry for 


such civilizational stereotypes/images 


yet, refreshing the gestures 


and the gentle music 


that celebrates every element 


of nature 


the strains float and mingle with its splendour. 
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What a relief! 


It is so liberating 


and immersive. 


We are taken to another universe, 


not yet fully commercialized! 
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Sunil Sharma: Sunil Sharma, a writer-freelance-academic 
from Mumbai, India, has published 22 books, solo and joint. 
He edits Setu: 


http://www.setumag.com/p/setu-home.html 


http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in 
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VAN GOGH NIGHTS 

She's a simple girl or maybe not 

Not for her the glittering diamonds (though she likes them) 
her desires are prosaic— 

to step inside the Monet canvas 

walking with you on the brambly path 

sharing chai and biskut 

silently listening to the brook's chatter 


lying on the bed of that magical garden 
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eating fragrances 

deep darkness in goblets of glass 
tiny moons popping up and down 
sipping wine off each other 

Van Gogh nights of indigo 


planting stars on sky—bodies. 
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Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League, etc. A few of her 
Hindi poems have also been turned into lyrics for private 
albums. She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum 
for reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond 
of travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from 
Nature. 
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Supatra Sen 


FLAMES OF THE SOUL 

The bare barren branches 

As skeletal arms 

Protruded in the smoky urban sky 
Soaking spring 

A few golden blossoms 

Strewn in the dust 


And grime, of everyday life... 
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Across time and death and separation 
She came 
Fatigued... but not ready to give in 


Yet... 


My friend... 

You still continue 
To flower 

Grow 

Live 


Much like me 


The straggling branches 
Stretched as if 

To embrace 

The last few blossoms 


Drifted...sprinkled 


374 


Covering her 
In gratitude 


Of remembrance 


Ill and decaying 


| remain 


Only for you 


That undying flame in your soul 


Indestructible...imperishable...unending... 
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Supatra Sen: Dr. Supatra Sen, currently Associate Professor 
in a reputed Kolkata college is a veteran academician, 
teaching and researching in the fields of Botany and 
Environment. Her 100 odd publications as international 
books, papers and reviews are chiefly in her professional 
subject. She has edited several UGC funded ISBN volumes 
and is also the founder and Chief Editor of an ISSN peer- 
reviewed multi-disciplinary academic journal ‘Harvest’ since 
2016. Her tryst with poetry writing began in 2020 during 
the global pandemic and in October 2021 her poetry 
anthology ‘My Autumn Sonata’ was published. 
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In acrylic on 30x40 cm canvas by Suzette Portes San Jose 
MY DESTINY 


The day | set my whole self into the reality of the world | 
live in, 


| set forth an untrodden journey where fate abides. 
Like the vastness of the sea that | sail on. 


| sail blank and empty, then | cast my eyes even in the 
darkness finding myself and molding my being...destined to 
nowhere 
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| may grope and hold on to myself, to believe and succeed. 
To be on my own and create my own world. 


| need to understand my purpose and the meaning of my 
existence... 


in tiny little pieces, | pick up myself along my journey from 
the lost world. 


| may have fallen and failed and so much broken in many 
times. 


Yet | am bound rooted my feet upon the earthly promises 
of hope and miracles of tomorrow, 


for what it may bring to my life. i live and hold on, 


exist through the crashing waves, rough as they may be but 
calmness awaits. 


Entangled in the puzzles of time and space, | create me... 


journeyed without the shadow of my past. 


Finding the new bright star glittering even in the daylight. 
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Shining above me... a light to follow even beyond the 
horizon 


to lead on...to keep on going in the faith of my visioned fate 


beholding...My Destiny 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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MY PEN TOLD ME TO WRITE 

My pen told me to write about the secrets of my soul 
Whispering wind spoke words of days long gone 

The truth beneath lies and hope behind disappointments 
The sun covered by clouds 

the moon and her faithful followers - the stars 

The hurricane that brought me here 

The thunderstorms and torrential rain 

My pen told me to remember gale and snow 

To let go and to calm down 


and be mindful 
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Ink flowed lightly when | listened to the sound of my heart 
and the silence between every heartbeat 

| could go on and on, writing 

as long as my soul could sing. 


My pen told me so 
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Svanhild Lévli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in 
Gjavik, Norway. She is a freelance translator. She loves to 
draw and photograph and spend much of her time in 
Nature. She is concerned with family life, nature 
conservation and gender equality. Svanhild is a regular 
contributor to GloMag. She is published in several other 
anthologies worldwide. Her poems have been translated 
into Italian, Polish, Swedish, Serbian and Hindi. 
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ACCUSED OF INSANITY 


|, your honour, am accused of insanity 


They said that my dreams have no wheels, 
That the hand that grew on my palm ripped my face 


And that my voice is just a picture hung on a wall. 


| said: “one day stars will fall behind our backs, skyscrapers 
will drop from our pockets and the bats of memories will 
bash their heads”. 


There is a pillow that rocks the world with its feet, 


your honour! 
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If crying was possible, | would have washed the rope of 
visions and dreams! 


And if black gowns did not exaggerate in its finery, silence 
would have fallen down, stretching out its branches and 
biting on the edges of dreams. 


Who will do me justice 
Your honour! 


When they said, this sin belongs to me!! 


Who will listen to me 
when | am half an illusion 


Its tears were shed over the stolen features! ! 


And | have been here long enough 
To give my ears to the crows 
To make a paper kite 


And to rave crying like a hunchback! ! 
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And the punishment... 
A life time... 


Your honour!! 


Did you see him! 
When he threw a cloak of thorns over my face 


He made me shed tears, blood and sighs!! 


| stopped caring your honour when my separated half... 
became my death 


And | have been here long enough 
To become an insane person 
Shaking her weak voice 


And leaning on papers!!! 
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Taghrid Bou Merhi: She is a Lebanese Poetess, Writer, 
Translator, and Arabic teacher for non-native speakers and 
lives in Brazil. She holds a Law Degree. She is a 
Development Coach at Sawa association for development 
and Editor of AL-ARABE TODAY and RAINBOW Magazine. 
She is fluent in Arabic (native language), French, English, 
Portuguese, Italian and Spanish. She is a Team Member 
with Translators WITHOUT BORDERS and is responsible for 
the Translation department at AGAREED LITERARY and AL- 
LAlLaK Magazine. She has published 4 collections of poetry. 
Her poems have been published in numerous international 
anthologies. She has translated 8 book by poets Arabic and 
Hindu. Her work has been published in various Literary 
magazines, journals, anthologies and websites, and her 
poems have been translated into more than 24 languages. 
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WAR AND PEACE 

The pain, the sufferings 
Seem never-ending 

Couple of years have gone by 


In unending turmoil and strife. 


A miniscule virus was the first villain. 
Causing an epidemic with every strain. 
Taking away the peace and fun 


Of each life that it stung. 
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Struggling to get back to its feet. 
The world had barely begun it's baby steps. 
The economy was recovering 


And then the next crisis struck. 


War between any two nations 
Is always a worldwide phenomenon. 
Affecting all the nations 


Disturbing each nation 


When will this all end? 
When will there be peace? 
When will we hear innocent laughter? 


When will this war cease? 
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Uma Agarwal Bajaj: | have been contributing to Glomag for 
over a year now! But her trust in me has really made my 
pen a little creative. | am a Company Secretary by 
qualification, a homemaker by choice (since the last 20 
years) and a budding businesswoman. Having been 
occupied with family and kids, | recently realised that | have 
the ability to pen some of my thoughts. | write both in 
English and Hindi and hope to be better myself with each 
passing day. | read fiction whenever | get some time. Apart 
from this, | love to cook and have a fascination for 
gardening (in my balcony). 


388 


f047653841 FreeArt 


WARRIOR WOMAN 

Weary drooping battle scarred, she sits 
Recalling losses in pieces and bits 
Friends and foes alike wounded 

And broken fences to be mended 

Fight she must for the greater good 
Move on she must from morbid mood 
Caressed by her inner spirit animal 

A dragon with cleansing energy eternal 


Gentled and thoughtful she calls forth 
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Wispy form toward the magnetic north 
Bathed in mauve, purple and white 
Righteous, upright to set things right 
Head high goddess, Shakthi’s offspring 


To daughters, Warrior woman inspiring. 


Uma Vangal: I’m a filmmaker, film professor, film curator, 
leadership trainer, Tedx Speaker, Women Wellness coach, 
DEI specialist, yoga therapist, poet and mother. | have 
taught media, communication, journalism, visual arts and 
film for 30 years at leading institutions across Chennai, 
South India and also at Kenyon College, Ohio. Currently, I’m 
on a Fulbright Research Fellowship exploring ways to 
evolve a global gaze in Documentary films. Transnational 
identities, cuisines, cultures and cross cultural journeys 
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form the crux of my work in writing, films and my 
pedagogy. | make films with a focus on humanity and 
humanism. "Dream all you want and pursue your dreams 
since anything is possible, if you set your mind to it" is my 
motto. 
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EOSTRE 

| rested my temples on the breast of temptation 
put my neck under her yoke of thorns 

With will and energy, 

virtue and purity, 


| sow the seeds of good intentions 


The spirit within 
empowers to give constant strength and comfort, 
to gladden daylight and embalm darkness, 


and curtain humanity with wings 
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VaL Smit: VaL Smit is a South African artist and poet based 
in Cape Town. She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork 
created and uses various media in portraying images that 
she feels fitting to deliver the message of the words she 
pens down. She focuses on the inner turmoil experienced 
by our disconnectedness from nature and each other. Her 
work has been published in various online journals 
including GloMag India, The Chachalaca Review, The West 
Review, The Raconteur Review, Literary Garland and 
Valiant Scribe. 
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STAND UP AND BE COUNTED 

With disdain you look at our tribe 
Give us unflattering names 

We who you dismiss with contempt 


We not a vote bank of any consequence 


One graphic post 
One poem gone viral 
Is all we may need ... 


To bleed you to death 
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One pertinent debate is all it may take 
To bring you on your knees 

We may struggle to get it right 

To awaken from apathetic stupor 


To convert fence sitters 


But the din will reach your corridors for sure 
Watch while you can... 
See how we stand 


See how we get counted 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a French teacher and poet in New 
Delhi, India. Her poems have been published in national 
and international websites like “Glomag’, ‘Mad Swirl’, 
‘Scarlet Leaf Review’, ‘North of Oxford’, ‘Grey Sparrow 
Journal’, ‘Lothlorien Poetry Journal’, ‘The Piker Press’, 
‘Dissident Voice’, ‘Borderless journal’, ‘Madras Courier, etc. 
She has featured in anthologies like ‘Harbinger Asylum’, 
‘Kali Project’ and “But You Don't Look Sick’. She has recently 
featured in Fine Lines- a print quarterly literary Journal 
based out of Nebraska. ‘Her cinema articles appear 
regularly in “‘Just-cinema’ and Daily Eye. She was a jury 
member for the ‘All India Poetry Competition’ organized by 
‘Cocoa-Butter’ and also co-edited their debut print 
anthology that resulted from this competition. 
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Vidya Shankar 


THE PATH TO MOKSHA 

Questions, questions 

When answers found — 

More questions. 

The predicament of existence 

A cycle inescapable. 

| prayed to my Guru 

For deliverance 

My compassionate Guru exclaimed 


“Die.” 
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Like the full moon illuminating 
A dark night 
My Guru’s words 


Shed light upon my confounded mind. 


‘l’ died. 


Moksha: liberation from the cycle of limitations of a 
worldly existence 
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Vidya Shankar: | am a widely published Indian poet, writer, 
editor, blogger, English teacher, a “book” in the Human 
Library, and mandala art instructor. The author of two 
poetry books, | have received several literary awards and 
recognitions. One of my poems has been published in the 
first ever Yearbook of Indian Poetry in English, 2020-21. | 
have been featured in a unique coffee table book, ‘50 
Inspiring Women boys and girls should read about, Chennai 
Edition’. | find meaning to my life through yoga and 
mandalas. 
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LET ME TAKE ANOTHER ROAD 
My fascination 

for folk tales 

made me taciturn 

That countenance 

gradually drew me 

to rumination 

| started talking to others 


in monosyllables 
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Most of the times 
there is a feeling 

that somebody puts 

a hand on my shoulder 
to bring out 


the real me 


With the whistling breeze 
someone is pawing 


at my back 


There is absolute stillness 
in the air 

Always a strange mist 
emerges from the dark 


dangling with a hope 
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Night stumbles 
against the dark moon 
on the shore of 
waning hope 

It's as though 

a great eraser 

swept across! 

Do | deserve 


this cold night? 


lam ata place 

where | never intended 
to reach 

There is nothing 


except silence 


| am ready to start 


afresh 
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Let me take 
another road 


to seek something 


meaningful 


M Vijayaraghavan Nair: He is a retired senior executive of a 
multinational pharma company. He lives in Parli, Kerala 
(India) with his family. Being a multi-lingual and prolific 
poet he has written hundreds of poems in his native 
language Malayalam and in English. His first anthology of 
poems in Malayalam titled as “Vaakku” (Word) is getting 
ready to be published soon. Most of his works have 
appeared in periodicals and social media. 
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ANOTHER JOURNEY WITHOUT A NAME 
So much was blessed 
As platforms and shouting vendors whizzed by 


Steering passengers to their endless past-- 


We were briefly betrayed between two stations 


As we entered the dark tunnel of uncertain promises 


And you thought you saw the green flag disappear-- 
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Your gasp jolted me out of my berth 
And my thoughts were trapped 


By the disgruntled wheels, and your worried gaze-- 


A well-lit landscape ushered us to our terminal: 
We got down 


At the same platform 


With all our baggage and dreams intact 


At the end of another journey 


Without a name. 


405 


Vijay Nair: | retired as Associate Professor, Department of 
English, Government Victoria College Palakkad, Kerala. | 
taught English Language and Literature in various colleges 
for 31 years. My Ph.D. thesis was on the plays of Wole 
Soyinka. | was awarded the Reuel International Prize for 
Writing & Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the 
Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was 
also adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 2018 by the same 
poetry group. | have been fortunate to have had my poems 
nominated on 8 occasions as ‘Poem of the Month’ at Poets, 
Artists Unplugged. Three of my poems have been included 
in the PG syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. My short 
stories have appeared in Dynami Zois [Virasat] and The 
Road Taken [Impish Lass]. 
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FIVE HAIKUS 
The day dawns bright clear 
hopes arise eternal 


to vaporise 
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Drops of rain 
drumming on the roof tops 


singing a melody 


Time stands winter-still 
Our love in suspended animation 


Hibernates quiet 


Early summer sun 
Setting free basketfuls of 


laughing dragonflies 


Bubbling up in hearts 


Koels coo unheralded 


Effervescent joy 
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Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as State Tax Officer in 
the State GST Department. She has translated for the 
Kerala Sahitya Academy and has also contributed articles 
for the Malayalam Literary Survey, a quarterly brought out 
by the academy. She has published poems and short stories 
in various anthologies. She is co-editor of two anthologies. 
Her debut poetry collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ 
published in August 2017 is available on Amazon. Her latest 
work titled 'Penpiravi-Birth of A Woman’ is the translation 
of the Malayalam poet Girija Pathekkara's poetry collection 
published by Authorspress, New Delhi (October, 2021) 
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